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ARCWELDER WAYNE KRAMER THE QUEERS 
BAD RELIGION plus selected RAW POWER 
GOD AND TEXAS MCS DISCOGRAPHY TYPE O NEGATIVE 














PLUS: DISCHORD TRIBUTE/AIDS BENEFIT 7" EP with 
SINKHOLE, HORACE PINKER, BRUISERS & SHATTERED SILENCE 





BAZOOKA 


SST 308 (CA/CD) 


ALSO AVAILABLE 

BY BAZOOKA 
“PERFECTLY SQUARE” 
SST 296 (CA/CD) 


« 


——- 


MAIL ORDER INFO: CA $7.50; CD $12.00; LP $7.50; Make check or money order payable in 
U.S. funds to: SST RECORDS, P.O. Box 1, Lawndale, CA 90260. Visa, MasterCard and C.0.0 
can order by calling (310) 652-6546. All orders shipped to California must include 8.25% sales 
tax. Write for a free catalog featuring SST, CRUZ and NEW ALLIANCE LP's, Tapes, CD's and 
quality merchandise. Call the SST Hotline (310) 430-1794 


Visit the SST SUPER STORE featuring the entire SST, CRUZ and NEW ALLIANCE catalog of 
LP's, Tapes, CD's and merchandise. 8847 Sunset Blvd., W. Hollywood, CA (310) 652-6546. 


SST US: P.O. BOX 1, LAWNDALE. CA 90260 
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Mail Order Prices: 

7" $3.50 U.S. / $4 Surface / $6 Air 
10” $6 U.S. / $8 Surface / $10 Air 
CD $10 U.S. / $11 Surface / $13 Air 


J Church 10"/CD 


Edsel 7” Walleye/Damnation 7 Eggs/Pitchblende 7” 


2310 Kennwynn Road, Wilmington, DE 19810 
Distributed by Mordam Records. Send a stamp for a free catalog. 


Walleye 7" 





PUBLICISTS, LABEL PEOPLE AND 
OTHER INTERESTED PARTIES, 
PLEASE READ THIS: 

SV REVIEW POLICY 


First, not to sound like MRR, but we will be narrowing our 
focus, somewhat. SV mainly covers punk, hardcore, garage, 
post-punk-noise-whatever (AmRep/Touch & Go stuff, for 
want of a better term) and “indy” rock and pop stuff. We’re 
cutting back on metal, death, industrial, rap, alternarock 
(disciples of Pearl Jam, Alice In Chains and that ilk). Trying 
to get back to the roots, somewhat. I will review major label 
stuff if it’s appropriate and just about anything if it catches my 
ear, but this should give you some guidelines. Who knows— 
lately I like horn rock from the early 70s, so nothing’s ever 
predictable. 

We do the best we can, but not everything we get will be 
reviewed. CD’s, LP’s, 7”, videos and music-oriented ‘zines 
and books are all welcome for review. The only cassettes that 
will be reviewed must be cassette-only releases—if they’re 
available on LP or CD and you send cassette, it won’t be 
reviewed. Advance cassettes or CD’s are appreciated, but 


‘reviews will be published only if the finished CD or LP is sent 


upon release—graphics, lyrics, etc... are variables I consider 
in reviews. 

I'malso WAY behind on reviews, as usual, so don't panic 
if something you sent me in the last few months isn't 


| here...Chances are I'll get to it in the next issue and that issue 
| will be out a LOT sooner than this one. I swear!! 


Publicists—-PLEASE DON’T REPEATEDLY CALL 


| ASKING ABOUTREVIEWS!!! I’ msick of it and it pisses me 


off. If you really need to know, include a postpaid card with 
he package and I’ll attempt to respond on a timely basis. I 
work days and, to tell you the truth, the last thing I want to do 


| when I get home is return a bunch of calls.asking when such- 


and-such review will be published. If you send something, rest 
assured that I’ll get to it eventually and if I don’t review it, it’s 
probably because it doesn’t fit in with what I’ m writing about 
(or it falls into that mediocre to lousy category and too many 
middling reviews makes for boring reading). It shouldn’t be 
too hard to figure out. what I or my staff write about, by 
ACTUALLY READING THE FUCKING ‘ZINE! 

It also shouldn’t be too difficult to figure what sorts of 
bands get interviewed. And, on that subject, I’m not going to 
be doing phone interviews too much anymore, because they’re 
impersonal and rarely go well—you get a band doing 15-20 of 
these things in one sitting and the answers become predictable 
and stale. I’d rather seek out my own interview subjects, 
anyway, so interview solicitations aren’t all that welcome. 
This is another aspect of the ‘zine I’m regaining control over... 

Really, I love all of you and know you have your jobs to 
do but I’m also a jaded fuck and can figure things out for 
myself... 


SUBURBAN VOICE 
PO BOX 2746 


LYNN, MA 01903 
(617) 596-1570 
Fax: (508) 750-8023 


STREET ADDRESS: 17 Beach 
Rd., #1, Lynn, MA 01902 


HEAD INSTIGATOR (and all 
writing and photos, except 
where indicated) 

Al Quint 


WRITERS/CONTRIBUTORS 
Larry Boyd 
Eric Bradford 
Marco Capelli 
Steve Davis 
Phil Lerman 
Michelle L. 
Scott Munroe 
Parris 
Rob Ross 
Mike Thain 
Andy Thurston 


RECEPTIONIST 
Ellen Quint 


THANKS, YOU RULE 
Ellen, all at the Middle East, Steev 
Riccardo, Brian Lima, Pat West, 
Jim Testa, Scott Munroe, Margot, 
Anna C., Nasty Little Man, Rob 
Lawi, Epitaph, Kathy at MSO, 
Mary Marcus, Wayne Kramer, God 
& Texas, Joe King, New Bomb 
Turks, Dave (Vigilance), Jim 
MooCow, Jon Clark, Horace 
Pinker, Bruisers, Irwin (All The 
Answers), Var Thelin, Ian 
MacKaye, Ken 
Weinstein, all my friends and 
anyone else who is worthy... 


SV MAILORDER 


SUBSCRIPTIONS still aren't available. 
This will likely change. In the meantime, 
additional copies of this issue cost $3.50 
ppd/$5.00 overseas. 


BACK ISSUES- 

SV _#35-All, Shades Apart, Afghan Whigs, 
Alcohol Funnycar, Tad, Therapy, Freeze, 
Gaunt, Buzzcocks, Doughboys, plus a 7" 
w/Shades Apart, Doc Hopper & Bomb- 
shell--$3 ppd/$5 overseas 


SV #33-34—11th Anniversary double 
issue. Springa (SSD), Dave Smalley, 
Barry Henssler (Necros/Big Chief) & 
Richard Hell. Huge interview retrospec- 
tive featuring Hiisker Dii, Neg. Approach, 
Siege, DK’s, Youth Brigade, 7 Seconds, 
Black Flag, MDC, AOF, Descendents, 
Kraut, Bad Brains and more. Plus a 7" 
with Verbal Assault (rare demo track), 
Shattered Silence and Daltonic. 120 pages, 
now at a lower price—$4.00 ppd/$6.00 
overseas 


SV #30—Poison Idea tour diary, Thee 
Hypnotics, Living Colour, Cosmic 
Psychos, Jawbox, Handsome Dick 
Manitoba, Leeway, plus American 
Standard/Crucial Youth 7’—$3.00 ppd/ 
$5.00 overseas 


SV #29—Fugazi, Sheer Terror, 
Soundgarden, Didjits, Killing Time, Fluid, 
Hard-Ons, plus a 7” EP with Sheer Terror/ 
Crawlpappy—$3.00 ppd/$5.00 overseas 


SV RECORD LABEL— 


SV 008—THIRD DEGREE-Opium 4 
song double 7", at low price—Mid-tempo 
and melodic hardcore—$2.50 ppd/$4.00 
overseas 


SV 010—DALTONIC-4 song 7" EP— 
Punchy Boston hardcore, mixing up 
thrash, heavy riffs and melodic flour- 
ishes—$3.50 ppd/$5.00 overseas 


SV 011—ISOLATED-Punk Rock Tribute 
7" EP—AI (SV), Tim (Up Front, Eidolon, 
V.Card) and Scott (Said & Done, Eidolon, 
V.Card) cover the Adolescents (“Kids of 
the Black Hole”), Subhumans (“No”) and 
Minor Threat (“Guilty Of Being White’’) 
on this AIDS benefit record—$3.50 ppd/ 
$5.00 overseas 


ADVERTISING RATES 


Full Page (7 1/2 x 10)—$100 

Half Page (7 1/2 x 5)—$60 

Third Page (5 x 5 or 2 1/2 x 10)—$40 
Quarter Page (3 3/4 x 5 )—$35 

Sixth Page (2 1/2 x 5)—$20 


DEADLINE—call/fax/write for info. I 
honestly don’t know when the next issue 
will be out, right now... 


(Payment MUST accompany ad, and the 
ad should be camera ready. 85 line-screen 
preferred. Checks payable to SUBUR- 
BAN VOICE) 





TOP 30 CD’S/LP’S OF 
1994 


1. NEW BOMB TURKS-Information 
Highway Revisited 

2. CRAIN-Heater 

3. ARCWELDER-Xerxes 

4. DRIVE LIKE JEHU-Yank Crime 

5. GARDEN VARIETY-Garden Variety 
6. GUTTERMOUTH-Friendly People 
7. HAMMERHEAD-Into The Vortex 
8. PINHEAD GUNPOWDER-Jump Salty 
9, AVAIL-Dixie 

10. NO EMPATHY-You’re So Smart 
11. NOFX-Punk In Drublic 

12. FOUNTAINHEAD-Drain 

13. THERAPY ?-Troublegum 

14. KEPONE-Ugly Dance 

15. SEBADOH-Bakesale 

16. JESUS LIZARD-Down 

17. STRUNG OUT-Another Day In 
Paradise 

18. JANITOR JOE-Lucky 

19. DI-State Of Shock 
20. CRUNT-Crunt 
21. VARIOUS-Jabberjaw Compilation 
22. CANDY MACHINE-A Modest 
Proposal 
23. VERSUS-The Stars Are Insane 
24. MONSTERLAND-Destroy What You 
Love 
25. FAILURE-Magnified 
26. GIRLS AGAINST BOYS-Cruise 
Yourself 
27. NINE POUND HAMMER-Hayseed 
Timebomb 
28. SUPERCHUNK-Foolish 
29. STEREOLAB-Mars Audiac Quintet 
30. SEAWEED-Four x 





DISCHORD TRIBUTE EP FOR AIDS 
RESEARCH AND EDUCATION 


“So Al, whatever happened to that Dischord 
tribute album you promised all that time ago?” 
Well, lemme tell ‘ya! Delays, delays, delays... the 
story of my life. | ended up with about a dozen or 
so songs in the can by the end of ’93 and began to 
realize that this thing may never come to fruition. 
A few bands I had approached for their involve- 
ment didn’t come through, I was unemployed and 
couldn’t put the amount of money in I would have 
wanted to and there’s been a continual glut of 
tribute albums the past few years. There was also 
the “Land Of Greed...World Of Need” Embrace 
tribute album (which is fantastic, by the way). So 
add it up and, as of now, no album. I may still 
release a CD of the tracks I have and solicit a few 
more contributions, but that’s up in the air. 

Anyway, I’ ve taken four songs that bands so 
generously contributed and have decided to do- 
nate a portion of the money I make for this issue 
tothe AIDS Action Committee of Massachusetts. 
I don’t purport to be an expert on the AIDS issue, 
but I know that not nearly enough is being done 
to find a cure. I also hear the venom and lack of 
sympathy expressed towards people afflicted with 
disease, usually along the ignorant lines of “they 
chose that lifestyle, they knew what they were 
getting into,” etc... Tapping into the ugly 


homophobia that infects this country, since AIDS 
is perceived as a “gay disease” or something 
associated with intravenous drug users. Well, 
that’s not the case, anymore. EVERYONE is at 
risk. People need to be careful in their sexual 
encounters. This society needs to institute a sane 
needle-exchange program, everywhere. Ditto for 
condom availability. Sure, encouraging absti- 
nence from drug usage or sexual promiscuity is 
fine and dandy, but it’s not the real world. People 
will continue to use, people will continue to fuck 
and that’s their business. I won’t judge them—I 
just want them to be protected. In the meantime, 
more effort for research and education is neces- 
sary and Mass. AIDS Action do a commendable 
job. I’m proud to be able to support them. You 
should support any similar effort in your commu- 
nity, as well. 

The whole point of this project was to pay 
tribute to a label that had provided huge inspira- 
tion in my life. Dischord has always been about 
DIY, about integrity, about putting the music and 
message above all other considerations. Music 
that has been uplifting and touching an emotional 
chord, from Minor Threat to The Faith to Em- 
brace to Rites Of Spring to Dag Nasty to Ignition 
to Fugazi ad infinitum. 


THEIR DEBUT ALBUM ! Be Eg, 
Hard rockin’ funcore with ex Underdog g 
‘Murphy’ s Law! On Monsta‘d Records, 
CD only. $12. * 
Also available: Ofiginal Underdog T-shirt. 
Black w/ Underdog logo. on front and 
» skateboarder in pool on back. $18. 


All prices postpaid. Add $1 for Canada an 


erseas. Well-concealed cash or 


money order payable to Russ Iglay. Send to: none Records / P.O. Box 433 / 


Belmar, NJ. 07719. 
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I want to thank the bands for contributing 
their time...Sinkhole, Horace Pinker and The 
Bruisers, who appear here (along with my old 
band, Shattered Silence) and, also, Doc Hopper, 
Dog, 1.6 Band, 4, Groove, Focust, Daltonic, 
Balance, Straight 50 and Jody Crutch, who all 
recorded tracks for this effort. And thanks to Ian 
MacKaye of Dischord for giving his blessing for 
this project. I feel like I’ ve let people down and 
this is my way of attempting to make amends. 
And maybe I’ll get this thing out, eventually. 


For more info on this issue, please contact: 
AIDS ACTION COMMITTEE OF MASSA- 
CHUSETTS, 131 Clarendon St., Boston, MA 
02116/(617)536-7733 or (800)235-2331 

or check the yellow pages in your area... 


THE BANDS & SONGS 


SINKHOLE-Filler (Minor Threat) 
Jon Clark: guitar 
Thatcher Ulrich: bass 
Chris Pierce: drums, vocals 
Elliot Shepard: guitar 


Jon Clark, 9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, NH 
03857 


HORACE PINKER-One To Two (Dag 
Nasty) 
Scott Eastman: guitar/vocals 
Bill Ramsey: drums 
Bryan Jones: bass 


PO Box 992, Tempe, AZ 85280-0992 


BRUISERS-Live For Now (Iron Cross) 
Al Barr: vocals 
Jeff Morris: guitar 
Rick Wimert: guitar 
Todd Seely: bass 
Dan Connors: drums 


Jeff Morris, 32 Milk St., Newburyport, 
MA 01950 


SHATTERED SILENCE-Limitations 
(Faith) 
(Born: 1986/Died: 1989/Recorded: 
1988) 
Christian Campagna: vocals 
George Belli: guitar 
Al Quint: bass 
John Kelliher: drums 


c/o Suburban Voice, PO Box 2746, Lynn, 
MA 01903 


LOCAL NEWS 


I promise I’m finally becoming more orga- 
nized and will be publishing more regularly, 
again. Where have you heard that before? Well, 
this time, I mean it. I have legitimate excuses as 
to why it’s been a year, again. First off, I’m again 
among the ranks of the employed. With a partner, 
I opened a record store called Soundwaves last 
summer. We’re located at 42 Maple Street in 
Danvers, MA (in Danvers Square, on Rte. 35) and 
we need your business. I hope those of you with 
transportation will try to get out here. I carry a lot 
of cool punk and underground stuff, tons of used 
CD’s, tapes and LP’s, some boots, some col- 
lectibles and we do mail order. If there are any 
rarities you’re looking for, send want-lists and 
I’lldo what I can. Our phone number is (508) 750- 
8118. The complete address is Soundwaves, 42 
Maple Street, Danvers, MA 01923. We’re open 
Monday thru Saturday, ‘til 6 Mon.-Wed. and Sat. 
and 7 on Thursday and Friday. 

The other excuse, besides being preoccu- 
pied with the store, was I was out of;commission 
for a few months with a minor illnéss (I’m OK, 
now, and thanks to those of you who showed 
concern while I was under the weather), prevent- 
ing me from doing much else besides take it slow 
at the store and rest at home. 

On to some local happenings: 

Daltonic have been through a shitload of 
personnel shifts. Only Skott Wade and Brian Hull 
remain from the old lineup—the latest version 
has Jeremy from Third Age on guitar and Nick 
from Dive on bass. They released a second 7", on 
the Vigilance label, awhile back. And I still have 
plenty of copies of their first 7". As long as we’re 
plugging shamelessly, the Isolated 7" is out on 
the SV label—covers of the Adolescents’ “Kids 
Of The Black Hole,” Minor Threat’s “Guilty Of 
Being White” and Subuhumans’ “No.” It’s me, 


plus Vingers and Lordan from V.Card. Who, by ; 


the way, just had a7" released on the Allied label, 
following up their split 7" from last summer with 
La Gritona (on Reproductive). 

Kustomized, by far one of Boston’s best 
bands, finally have their album, “The Battle For 
Space,” out on Matador and a 7" on Mag Wheel 
that includes two non-LP cuts and an alternate 
version (I think) of one of the LP tracks. 

Taang have fully-relocated to the West 
Coast. They’ ve shut down the “Kids Will Have 
Their Say” store in Cambridge and plan to re- 
open it in LA. The office is now located in San 
Diego. New and upcoming releases are due from 
Sam Black Church (an EP), the Lemonheads 
box, Spacemen 3 reissues, a Negative FX/Last 
Rights CD and new stuff by the reunited Battal- 
ion of Saints. 

Anyone who remembers the Proletariat 
will be happy to know that vocalist Rick Brown, 
guitarist Frank Michaels and) bassist Peter 
Bevilacqua have re-formed, with a new drum- 
mer, under the name Churn. And SV columnist 


Larry Boyd informed me that he reactivated Dis- 
array. 

Sinkhole released a 7" and CD on the Dr. 
Strange label, but plan to return to Jon Clark’s 
Ringing Ear label for their next effort. Doc Hop- 
per plan a summer tour with Horace Pinker. 
Showcase Showdown just released their-third 
7". 6L6 just released their second album. The 
Queers have a shitload of new stuff out—a live, 
split 7" with the Pink Lincolns, a live 12" picture 
disc, an album covering the Ramones’ “Rocket 
To Russia,” an EP, “Surf Baby,” on Lookout and 
anew album any time now. Also, a four song 7", 
“My Old Man’s A Fatso.” Whew... See record 
review section and their interview for more info. 
They just completed a tour and played their first 
Boston show in the better part of a year. Slapshot 
have a new album out, but only in Europe right 
now, on We Bite. Jack told me it could be awhile 
before it sees a US release. Jack’s also working on 
a new band with ex-Slappy drummer Mark 
McKay. Andincase you didn't hear, sadly, former 
Slapshot guitarist Jordan Wood committed sui- 
cide awhile back. The Bruisers released a new 
7", not too long ago. Ex-guitarist Rick Wimert is 
now in Reason Enough. Tom from B’zerker 
now fronts Thug. Some of the other B’zerker 
guys are now Crawl. 

Sonic Bubblegum has new stuff coming 
from Tulips and Green Magnet School, who 
have revamped their lineup—instead of three 
guitarists and a bass-player, there’s now two 
bassists and one guitarist, as two members of 
Kudgel. Mark from Kudgel has a new band, El 
Tiante (cool name!). 

In the “old bands never die” category, I read 

























something about Chris Doherty and Brian Betzger 
putting Gang Green back together and signing 
with Mercury Records. In the “back from 
oblivion” department, Al Barile has reactivated 
XClaim and the first release is from his new band, 
Gage. Also in the band are ex-SSDer Frank 
Levesque and ex-Disciples of Reuben Kincaid/ 
Ramp guitarist TJ Welch. Barile’s playing bass 
and the band recorded the album, “He Will Come,” 
inthe studio he built inthe basement of his mom’s 
house. 

The Mighty Mighty Bosstones playing 
Lollapalooza? Whatever...In the meantime, the 
MMB’s have an independently-distributed label, 
Big Rig, and have reissued the Impact Unit EP 
(Dicky’s old band). 

454 Big Block singed with Century Media 
and have a new vocalist, ex-Wrecking Crew 
frontman Nathan. 

Strip Mind have called it quits. Other bands 
calling it a day since I last put out an issue include 
Psycho, Dive and Orangutang. Stompbox parted 
company with vocalist Eric; got a new bass- 
player and are changing their name to Slower. 

There’s a benefit compliaton tape of bands 
from Boston and what used to be Yugoslavia (36 
songs in all!), to help out a homeless pal of 
compiler Ron Lacer in Sarajevo. The tape’s called 
“Life Support,” on the Fan Attic label and avail- 
able for $6 ppd from Ron at 364 Washington St., 
Cambridge, MA 02139. Ron’s planning more 
tapes, as well. 

Surefire Distributors have a pretty exten- 
sive mail-order catalog. Contact them at PO Box 
735, Allston, MA 02134 or (617)864-4045. Ron 
from Ratfish also distributes a lot of cool shit, as 
well. Contact him at PO Box 1869, Cambridge, 
MA 02238. 

Well, I guess I did OK for someone out of the 
loop! 


ORDER FROM CHAOS 
"PLATEAU OF _ INVINCIBILITY" 
LIMITED EDITION 10" 

VERY INTENSE AND SINISTER 
BLACK METAL 
only 1025 copies available 
all on dark blood RED viny! 
out on SHIVADARSHANA RECORDS 
DISTRIBUTED EXCLUSIVLY IN THE U.S.A 
by 


FXCTION RECORDS 


P.O.BOX 623 KENDALL SQ. 
CAMBRIDGE,MASS.02142-0005 


USA 
FAX (617) 935-7794 


WELL HIDDEN $CASH$ OR MONEY ORDER 
TO CHARLIE INFECT 


ABLE.P. EL: 












MICHIGAN MOSH FEST 


THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL If MUCH MORE THAN GRINDING 
MAYHEM AND PUNK ROCK FURY. IT If MUCH HORE THAN 
SWAN DIVING OFF A STAGE AND MORE THAN MACHINE GUN 
GUITAR RIFFS AND SCREAMING VOCALISTS. vv is gBouT 
PEOPLE. 


THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL WIL BE WELD ON MAY Z7-28, 
#995. AT YHE SPARTA WIGH SCHOOL IN SPARTA. MICHIGAN, 
JUST YEN MINUTES OUTSIDE OF GRAND RAPIDS. I7 I OUR 
HOPE AND DREAH THAT THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL Witt 
ENCOURAGE THE CHRISTIAN WHO ENJOYS MORE UNDERGROUND 
STYLES OF usiC, AND A GREAT TIME FOR THOSE WHO MAY 
NOT SHARE OUR VIEWS ON FAITH. : 


THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL If MUCH MORE THEN JUST ff 
wusic FESTIVAL WE WANT THI¢ YO BE A FOND HEHORY AND 
f TURNING POINT IN THE LIVES OF ALL WHO ATTEND. 


THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL I¢ HOST KNOW FOR ITS INTENSE 
MAINSTAGE (FEATURING EVERYTHING FROM 70°¢ PUNK TO 
UARDCORE JO GRINDCORE), BUT THERE tf MUCH MORE TO THE 
EVENT THAN LOUD MUSIC. WE ALSO FEATURE ONE OF THE 
very BEST ACOUSTIC STAGES IN ALL OF CHRISTIAN MUSIC, 
SEMINARS YO ENCOURAGE CURICTIANS. AN EXHIBITION WALL 
AND LOTS HORE FOR THE WUNGRY MUSIC FAN. 


WE WOULD APPRECIATE IT VERY MUCH IF YOU WOULD MENTION 
THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL TO EvEeRYONE YOU KNOW. ANY 
HELP THAT YOU CAN GIVE US WOULD BE VERY GREATLY 
APPRECIATED. WE WOULD BE MORE THEN WAPPY TO SEND you 
ADDITIONAL ADVERTISING MATERIALS, SUCH fc, STICKERS, 
FLYERS, POSTERS, OR PROMOTIONAL VIDEOS FOR YOUTH 
PASTORS OR LARGE GROUPS. AS LONG AS YOU INTEND TO USE 
THESE MATERIALS TO HELP US IN THE ADVERTISING ENDEAVOR. 
PLEASE CONTACT LAURIE WILSON © (890) 773- $670. 


CHRISTIANS ATTENDING THE MICHIGAN MOSH FESTIVAL WILL NOT 
HAVE TO MISS CHURCH ON SUNDAY, SINCE WE WILL BE HAVING 
CHURCH ON THE PREWICES. WE Wilt BE MAKING EVERY 
EFFORT TO MAKE THIC WORSHIP SERVICE AN EXCITING AND 
MEMORABLE ONE FOR ALL INVOLVED. 


1 you FEEL CONFUSED ABouT LIFE, witH TO TALK 70 
COMEONE ABOUT JESUS, OR JUST WANT TO TALK, WE Will BE 
HAVING COUNSELORS AVAILABLE THROUGHOUT THE FESTIVAL 
COUNSELORS will BE THERE YO Discuss PROBLEMS AND 
DESIRES FOR THOSE WHO DESIRE, AS WELL AS PROVIDING A 
SHOULDER TO CRY ON. 


ff PROMOTIONAL VIDEO I¢ AVAILABLE, WHICH FEATURES TWENTY 
MINUTES OF CONCERT FOOTAGE AND INTERVIEWS FROM 
MICHIGAN MOSH 94 THIC If A SWELL PRODUCTION WHICH 
GIVES GOOD PERSPECTIVE TO WHAT HAPPENED AT THE 
EVENT LAST YEAR. COPIES ARE AVAILABLE FOR $6 US. $8 
CANADA. $73 WORLD (IN U.S. FUNDS PLEASE) TO THE FOLLOW- 
ING ADDRESS: MICHIGAN MOSH VIDEO, P.O. BOX 32, 
GRANDVILLE, MI 49468-0325. 


TICKET PRICES THIC YEAR ARE ¢% FOR THE ENTIRE WEEKEND. 
WITH DAY PASSES SOLD FOR $90 EACH DAY. THESE ARE 
AVAILABLE BY SENDING A CHECK OR MONEY ORDER PAYABLE 
JO “MICHIGAN HOCH” TO P.O. BOX BZ, GRANDVILLE, MI 49468- 
Oss. 


PEOPLE WHO wWisW TO CHARGE THEIR TICKETS HAY DO $0 ON 
THEIR VICA OR HASTERCARD BY DIALING TOLL FREE 1-800-S2j- 
0240. 


THIS IS BULLSHIT!!! 


ANOTHER FINE EXAMPLE 
OF RELIGION 
ATTEMPTING TO CORRUPT 
A SUBCULTURE... 


DON'T LET IT HAPPEN!!! 





LETTERS 


Dear Editor: 


I would like to protest something I heard 


about Taang Records, the other day. My friend 
[name deleted] told me that Taang stood for 
Teen-Agers Are No Good and, if this is true, it 
bothers me a lot, because they are making plenty 
of money off us teen-agers and they shouldn’t be 
pretending to like us while they secretly don’t. 
Last year, | bought plenty of records from Taang 
Records, such as Sam Black Church, Slapshot 
and the Mighty Mighty Bosstones and overall, 
me and some of my friends have been very 
supportive of them. If they have a complaint 
about us, they should come right out and say it, 
instead of hiding it in their initials. 


Sincerely yours, Josh Levian, Lexington, MA 


(Psst...Josh, it really stands for Teen-Agers Are 
Naive & Gullible..pass it on!—AL) 


To Whom It May Concern: 

I am writing to say thank you! Thank you, 
thank you, thank you! I am so grateful to Subur- 
ban Voice for being such an open-minded and 
insightful publication. I never knew something so 
wonderful even existed until my wise and all- 
knowing brother introduced me to your 11th 
Anniversary edition. I am 18 years old, African- 
American and female and I attend a conservative 
Southern university in Virginia. I am constantly 
surrounded by preps, clad in Doc Martens and 
flannel shirts who think “alternative” music is 
only about Pearl Jam and Smashing Pumpkins. 
The extreme opposite end of the spectrum, how- 
ever, is not much better—Neo-Nazi junkies 
preaching hate, drugs and intolerance. Where is 
the Middle Way??? Thanks to Suburban Voice, I 
have found it. 

I, myself, am middle-class. I don’t pretend 
to be poor, underprivileged, extremely rebellious 
or revolutionary. What I am is tired. | am tired of 
being looked at weird by blacks and whites who 
don’t understand the music I listen to or the 
causes in which I believe. I am supportive of 
anyone and any organization that is willing to 
reach out and enlighten the ignorant youth of 
today. I have much to learn about society, be- 
cause I have lived a relatively sheltered life; but, 
at least I have been far enough to know that I 
cannot learn my valuable life lessons from MTV 
News. I have had my share of blacks telling me to 
hate and whites telling me they hate me. I am 
thankful that Suburban Voice tells me to just 
THINK; to open my mind and really see what is 
going on around me. That is exactly the type of 
help that I need in my life right now. So, once 
again, thanks! 





Sincerely, Willona M. Sloan, 12574 Quincy 
Adams Ct., Herndon, VA 22071 


The opinions expressed in the columns are solely those of the 
individual columnist... 


RANDOM THOUGHTS 
by AL 


Mind if I rant for awhile? 

WHAT THE FUCK IS WRONG WITH 
AMERIKKKA? I know, leading question. The 
repulikkkan takeover of congress in November, 
the ascension of that fat fuck Newt Gingrich, the 
continued popularity of that fat Goebbels wannabe 
Rush Limbaugh has me pretty depressed. Bash 
welfare, bash immigrants, bash gays, bash public 
television, bash sex education, bash choice on 
abortion (RIP Shannon and Lee Ann and DIE, 
John Salvi), bash any fucking progress this coun- 
try has made in this century. 

Hate’s in fashion...it’s cool to come out of 
the closet (if you’ll forgive the alliteration) and 
vocally express undisguised hatred for all of the 
above. The House majority leader, Dick Armey, 
refers to Barney Frank (a gay congressman from 
Massachusetts) as “Barney Fag.” Bob Dornan, 
who once referred to the Mass. Congressional 
delegation as the “Delegation From Sodom” is 
running for President. I heard some nit-wit calla 
talk show and complain that Sesame Street was 
anti-white because most of the characters on the 
show come from minority groups and that he’d 
rather pocket the $1 of his tax money that goes to 
support public TV. Which reminds me, pull out 
your checkbook (if you can) and send some 
dough to the Corporation For Public Broadcast- 
ing. And shell out some money for Planned 
Parenthood or any other worthy pro-choice group. 
With all the motherfuckers trying to cut any sort 
of public funding or violently put an end to it, it’s 
time to support them, more than ever. 

What sort of asshole would vote for Prop. 
187 in California that denies education and other 
social services to illegal aliens? Racist, racist, 
racist... And some wags want to deny any welfare 
for legal immigrants, Fuck you, I’ve got mine... 
Pull yourself up by your bootstraps while clean- 
ing toilets for $4.25 an hour. Yeah, right! 

Fuck Texas...gay-hating, execution factory 
that it is. If you’re in a band, you should bypass 
this sorry state in any tour plans. Boycott the 
SXSW convention, if you’re a music industry 
weasel. 90 executions, at last count, since 1982, 
including a recent execution of a borderline re- 
tarded man. I am vehemently against the death 
penalty, even for fuckers like Salvi and Paul Hill 
(the guy who shot down a doctor in Florida and 
his escort, last year), It’s too easy an answer. Let 
‘em rot in prison, let ‘em endure some sort of 
torment for their heinous crimes, but the death 
penalty is not a deterrent to murder. In Florida and 
Texas, the two biggest killing states, the murder 
rate is actually up. State sanction of killing is 
plain wrong and immoral. By the way, bringing 
back the chain gangs in Alabama is equally cruel 
and amoral. 





Crime and punishment. Shit, if you watch 
the news or pick up a paper, you'd think this 
country is awash in the worst crime wave of all 
time when, in fact, the violent crime rate has 
dropped off, slightly. But we’re still building 
prisons, engaging in chest-thumping “get tough 
on crime” talk. I saw a bumper sticker in Florida 
that says “Less Welfare...More Prisons.” Don’t 
do anything to solve the causes of crime—like 
social programs that were part of the crime bill 
and that the asshole Republikkkans wanted to gut 
(along with Headstart and anything else that is 
constructive, instead of punitive) or raising the 
minimum wage or providing some sort of useful 
vocational training. Nope—just money for cops, 
prisons and nothing to PREVENT crime. Sorry, 
much as the libertarians may think otherwise, a 
completely laissez-faire government just doesn’t 
work. Sometimes, it’s necessary to provide a 
helping hand. Sure, there’s welfare abuse. Sure, 
kids have to stop having kids. But draconian 
measures are only going to make things worse. 

I have never been more ashamed to be a 
resident of this country than I am right now. And 
fuck populism—who said “‘the masses are asses” 
anyway? They were right. Populism just means 
that the idiotic masses have too much say. Nope, 
the politicians aren’t any great shakes, either, but 
I don’t want public policy being decided by 
Limbaugh-listening yahoos who have their heads 
firmly implanted in their assholes. Stop the world, 
I want to get off. 

Clinton’s a big disappointment. In fact, the 
Democratic party’s a disappointment. There’s 
little difference between the two major parties, at 
this point. Clinton’s been bending over back- 
wards to accomodate the Republikkkans since he 
took office. Firing Joycelyn Elders for daring to 
have a progressive attitude towards teenage sexu- 
ality was an IDIOTIC move. I wanted to like Bill, 
Ireally did and he’s still better than Bush, but not 
all that much. We need a liberal alternative—true 
liberalism, not watered down Repulikkkanism. 

We need a lot of things...compassion, toler- 
ance, less selfishness, less venom. OK—this col- 
umn is spewing a lot of venom, but it’s meant in 
a constructive fashion. When will people learn 
that SOMEONE’S RACE IS UNIMPORTANT. 
That BEING GAY IS OKAY!! That having an 
abortion IS NO ONE ELSE’S FUCKING BUSI- 
NESS. That PEOPLE NEED TO EARN A DE- 
CENT WAGE. This society needs to progress, 
not regress. The band Seka said it best—”’ People 
Suck.” Indeed... 

Whew...I feel a lot better now... 

Before I conclude this column, I'd like to 
mention a few more things. First, yes, I know 
there are a TON of ads in this issue. It’s my 
fault—I kept selling ad space, not keeping close 
enough track of just how much I'd sold and, well, 
it just piled up. It’s not because I’m greedy—it 


CAST IRON HIKE 
"THE SALMON DRIVE" ep # 


a awh aol : 


cd 6.50 cs 4.26 ppd 










* 
. 
a e 
Ne : 
Pali peeeermtee ee eam 


CS INFO: 
rama mayo 
325 ee av. 


GOODBYE HARRY wt 


$ spring 









Also Available on CRUZ RECORDS: a 








GREG GINN-Let rn secre 24 
eenns | Dettita tees tof boston ma 02115 
D INFO: 
neil dicky cmeewion 
2 donald st. 
CRUZ CRUZ U.S.: P.O. BOX 7756, LONG BEACH, CA 90807 northboro, ma 





j z ‘tor bands for a blondie tithes a 
bands, send music if interested. | 


Visit the SST SUPER STORE featuring the entire SST, CRUZ and NEW ALLIANCE catalog of LP's, Tapes, CD's and - 
mer roach ise, 8847 Sunset Blvd., W. Hollywood, CA (310) 652-6546. 


9HOOO90OOHOSSHOOOOOSOLOOOOOE 
® VON LMO COSMIC INTERCEPTION © 


““VON LMO creates a remarkable noise on this, his first record since 1991. Part metal, part punk, 
COSMIC INTERCEPTION isa cross between Devo and The Damned with orchestration by Sun Ra... 
a glorious din that reaches a climax with an eight minute ceconaus ton of ‘Shake, Rattle & Roll’. 


MAIL ORDER INFO: CA $7.50; CD $12.00; LP $7.50; Make check or money order payable in U.S, funds to CRUZ 
RECORDS, P.O. Box 7756, Long Beach, CA 90807. Visa, Mastercard and C.O D. can order by calling (310) 652- 
6546. All orders shipped to California must include 8.25% sales tax. Write fora free catalog featuring SST, CRUZ and 
NEW ALLIANCE LP's, Tapes, CD's and quality merchandise. Call the CRUZ Hotline (310) 430-4301 





-- The Music Paper 
““VON LMO’s songs are. blazing, guitar driven and chaotic.. A dose of the Mnexpected.” 

-- Suburban Voice 
onthe standout cuts, Radio World’, ‘Leave YourBody’ and ‘Shake, Rattle and Roll’... the one or 
two chord punk ethos collides head-onwith primo 1970’s NYC no-wave.”” -- Chairs Missing 
‘Definitely rocket fueled spaceorama cyberdramatic wind tunnel music.’ ‘ot K. O'Neil, KEOL-FM 
‘*We've added VON LMO to the ‘Mothballs of Insanity’ playlist.”” _ »- Mark Heyert, KUSF-FM 

INTERCEPTION... 














. this caught our ears with some dark/doomy sounds. We? ve added COSMIC ID I 
We'd like to hear more.’ _-- Steven Ravi, WUNH-FM 


*“VON LMO definitely h has: aunique sound--It's becnudded. | 4 Corey Kaul, KRNL-FM 
‘‘How weird to geta new. VON LMOalbum.. .Ilike hisstuffalot.’” fs = -- Jello Biafra 


You can order the new VON LMOCD andaV LMo T-shirt 
(a black Hanes 100% cotton BEEFY-T with silver symbolis pecify S, M, Lor XL) 
from Variant Records, POB. 3852, Redwood Cit) 94064-3852, USA. 


USA CD $13, TS $15, BOTH $ $16. 15 $18, BOTH $30 


(Check or money order payable i in. I ‘six to eight weeks for delivery.) 


Q: ARE YOU READY TO ADVANCE YOURSELF? 


DPOODOHOHDOHDHHHHHHODHHHHDHHHHHHOO 





es ot peta haa lua ed ahey ted S117 
$00080080000000000 


A couple of ending notes: maybe it is easier 
to kick the man’s mangled corpse but I think that 
the reissues of “performance artist” GG Allin’s 
recorded output smacks of sensationalism and a 
simple urge to capitalize on his death. I find this 
quite the waste of time: why glorify the exploits 
of someone who I and many others thought was 
a pathetic waste of life? Who took his own life 
(finally), to begin with? Some people will buy 
anything, I guess. Kurt Cobain? Heh, I hated 
Nirvana anyway. No love lost there. 

And add to my comments on gays in the 
military, from the last issue. I heard an interesting 
story from a friend who’s a former marine. He 
told me about how, at the time of the Vietnam 
War, a fellow came into his local recruiting office 
to enlist and told them upfront he was gay. They 
said, ““That’s OK, we need soldiers.” Three tours 
of duty and twelve years of service later, the 
fellow was informed, after reaching a fairly high 
rank, ““You’re gay? You’ re outta here,” to which 
he said, “After twelve years of service to this 
country? I think not!” and successfully fought 
being bounced out of the marines. According to 
my friend, the fellow is still serving today. An- 
other blow struck for the individual in society, 
people! Signing off totally whacked as always, 
laterdayz ‘til the the next go-round! 





IT'S MY DIME 
by Larry Boyd 


Bill Clinton may be in over his head when it 
comes to being a world leader, but, domestically, 
things are hardly worse than they were under 
George Bush, are they? Unfortunately, nothing 
short of ending all poverty or curing cancer is 
gonna save his butt in °96. Clinton has had to 
function in the eye of a raging media shitstorm 
unlike any other president, including Nixon; to 
many, he was all washed up before he ever got 
started. Say what you want about the man, but 
nowadays, Mother Theresa could be president 
and the mudslingers would find a way to tear her 
apart. National irritation with Jimmy Carter 
brought about the Reagan/Bush era; what hap- 
pens in ’96 could bring about even worse tidings, 
following new lows in the brutal campaigning on 
all sides. Yeah, I can hardly wait. 

If I moved to a country where the primary 
language wasn’t English, one of my top priroities 
would be to learn that country’s language as 
quickly as I could, without question. Therefore, I 
believe that people who move to America from 
other countries should be obliged to learn English 
if they intend to become American citizens. Why 
is this seen by some as an unreasonable request? 
Languages are great; too bad everyone can’t 
speak 4 or 5 languages. But believing that English 
should be the national language is not a call for 
the exermination of other languages spoken by 
American citizens. Language is a valuable cur- 
rency and no one can be too “wealthy.” It’s 


nothing less than what I would expect of myself. 

In 8 weeks time, Wargasm conceived, re- 
corded and completed a 3rd LP entitled “What 
Are You Afraid Of?” and it’s killer stuff, too. But 
it’s destined to only circulate through under- 
ground channels, as upon its completion, the 
band announced they were splitting up. A pair of 
weekend shows at the Rat lowered the curtain on 
nine years of Wargasm, but as bassist Bob Mayo 
told the faithful at the first show, “This isn’t a 
funeral! It’s a celebration!” And a righteous cel- 
ebration it was, too, despite the boneheaded ac- 
tions of afew, who may or may not have been part 
ofa gang called FSU (short for Fuck Shit Up) who 
showed their musical appreciation by making the 
mosh pit a dangerous place to be for anyone 
whose face they didn’t like—with “fans” like 
them, who needs enemies? But there are plenty of 
more “successful” bands who'd kill for the devo- 
tion shown to Wargasm by their real fans, and to 
them the band gave their all. 

For Bob Mayo, though, there will be an extra 
poignancy as that last weekend recedes into 
memory. The day before that weekend started, 
one of his closest friends, Dan Parcels, was killed 
ina car accident. That Bob absorbed the loss and 
still went out and kicked butt wasn’t the mark of 
a “professional” but that of a good man. Dan 
would have expected nothing less. To Bob and 
the other good men of Wargasm we raise a final 
toast and wish them all the best in the future. Fuck 
yeah. 

And while we’re handing out wishes to 
people, here’s a get well wish for Chris Stigliano 
of Black To Comm infamy, who got an arm 
busted up in a car accident earlier this year. This 
will delay the next BTC and, also, the 10th 
anniversary special he was planning. His type- 
writer must be showing serious withdrawal symp- 
toms right about now... 

Sub Vox readers who also read Flipside may 
notice that I show up every so often in their letters 
section on the subject of Hawkwind, an English 
“space rock” band who’ve been around since 
1969 and were a big deal to me and Al Flipside in 
the early 70s (Jello Biafra, too). Hawkwind’s US 
liaisons have become good friends of mine and I 
travelled with the crew for a couple days on 
Hawkwind’s last visit here in’91. They cancelled 
a return trip to the states last spring and last fall, 
but tour plans were made for spring 95. Their US 
connection, Chris Bruce, turned down recording 
work for the month of April and assembled a 
small crew in anticipation of the tour, which 
included yours truly as equipment truck driver 
and Das Ludicroix’s Ian Souther as guitar tech. 
So there we are with less than 2 weeks before the 
tour’s start, getting ready to hit the road, when a 
fax comes from Hawkwind’s manager with the 
happy news that the Mass. crew has been dumped 
in favor of acrew from Ohio. The Ohioans belong 
toa church they call “The Oracle Church of Rock 
and Roll” and allegedly believe that Hawkwind’ s 


leader, Dave Brock, is, um the Messiah. (Gee, I 
thought the Messiah was the sister of that guy in 
Stone Roses) When Hawkwind played Cleve- 
land in ’91, church members showed up with 
their PA system and asked the band to “bless” it 
by playing through it. The band politely declined 
the “offering.” By the time this sees print, around 
Xmas (I’m kidding, Al! Aren’t I?) (Fuck you, 
Larry!—AL), we’|l know whether the tour was 
successful, a disaster or if it happened at all. But 
that was some cold shit Hawkwind’s manager 
Doug Smith pulled on Chris Bruce and us. In 
Europe, there’s been feuding between this 
Hawkwind and a band led by ex-founding mem- 
ber Nik Turner, who claims the spirit of the “real” 
Hawkwind lies with his band. Just lately, some of 
us have been thinking he may have a point after 
all. 

The platinum success of Green Day and 
Offspring have led some to grumble about 
“blandcore,” but I think ’94 was unusual in cer- 
tain respects. If FM rock in this area is any 
indication, Offspring, in particular, benefitted a 
great deal from months of extra airplay because, 
by the time the Boston and Providence “alterna- 
tive” stations had beaten “Come Out and Play” 
and “Self Esteem” into the ground, Boston’s 
corporate rock dinosaur 
WBCN jumped on the “new music” bandwagon 
and beat those songs into the ground all over 
again! This must have boosted sales quite a bit 
around Boston. WBCN wasn’t the only major 
U.S. FM rock station to grab for a piece of that 
alternative pie last year, by any means, so bands 
with a little heat going for them in a year of 
programming upheavals scored bigger than they 
might have, otherwise. 

Last summer, St. Martin’s Press put out a 
book called Punk Diary: 1970-74 by George 
Gimarc. It’s basically ascrapbook of items clipped 
from English music magazines, so there’s a de- 
cidedly English bias; every letter to the editor by 
a pre-Smiths Morrissey gets an entry, but there’s 
zero mention of an important U.S. band like the 
Dictators. The book was so full of grammatical 
and factual errors that I wrote the author and 
offered to proofread the book for free, which I 
did. I’m told a revised edition will come out this 
year. 

Yeah, 1994 was the year I stormed the 
bastions of popular culture. A comic book that 
quoted song lyrics of mine was released as a 
movie under tragic circumstances echoing the 
sadness of the story (“The Crow”). A different 
comic book on which I was part of the editorial 
staff made a very successful debut on Fox TV 
(“The Tick”). Now that I’ma hot property, maybe 
I should ask for a raise, huh Al? (OK—your raise 
is 50% more than what I pay you now. 
Hmmm...what’s 50% of zero?—AL) 

Alas, so far 1995 was the year I lost my job. 
2 jobs if you count the Hawkwind fiasco. But I’m 
not worried, yet. I know there’s a new adventure 
just around the corner. And with the soothing 
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was an honest error. 

Second, I received a press release about 
Sexual Assault Awareness Week, taking place 
during the third week of April. Well, that’s come 
and gone, but the issue remains. There’s an orga- 


nization called RAINN: The Rape, Abuse and- 


Incest National Network, a non-profit, Washing- 
ton, DC-based organization which operates a 
toll-free hotline for victims of sexual assault. 
This number unifies rape crisis centers around the 
country and connects the caller with the center 
nearest them. Sexual violence is an increasing 
problem and hopefully RAINN will be able to 
raise awareness about this sad aspect of our 
society and help those in need of assistance. For 
info, write to RAINN, 252 Tenth St., NE, Wash- 
ington, DC 20002. The toll-free hotline number is 
(800)656-HOPE (4673). 


IN MY HEAD 


by Parris 


FLASHBACK: July of 1991. Metallica’s 
long-awaited fifth LP, the self-titled “Black Al- 
bum,” as some call it, hits the streets. Because of 
the immense publicity blitz preceding and fol- 
lowing its release (i.e. the inevitable monthly 
interviews and progress reports documenting 
every belch, fart and booger in the teenybopper 
rags) is considered the most anticipated, popular 
and successful heavy metal LP of the year. And it 
becomes one of the most hated LP’s of the year as 
well. Why? For two reasons; first, they used a 
“mainstream” producer, Bob Rock, who has pro- 
duced Motley Crue and the Cult, among others, 
and second they stopped playing the complex, 
high-speed thrash they pioneered in the 80s and 
streamlined down to crunching, footstomping 
tock with obvious Black Sabbath and AC/DC 
influences. And the HORROR OF HORRORS!!! 
They had not one, but TWO, count ‘em, TWO 
ballads on the LP. Never mind that said ballads 
were light years ahead of the standard-issue, 
overproduced cookie-cutter popmetal tinfoil 
“power ballad” (a term that makes all diehard 
headbangers including myself cringe). Nevermind 
that James and Lars gave very valid reasons to 
support these changes—a desire for top-notch 
production values and the fact they were all sick 
of playing epic 12-minute songs with hundreds of 
time and tempo changes. Many still levelled the 
inevitable accusation, “Metallica Sold Out!” 

“Sold out’? Sold out WHAT? Not to men- 
tion when, where and why? If a band makes the 
move to a major label and the benefits (?) associ- 
ated with it, if a band changes their sound enough 
to make a difference (or sometimes at all), if a 
band plays larger venues than clubs, if a band’s 
LP sells more than X amount of copies—these are 
all reasons that have been given for bands “selling 
out.” But again, selling out what? Are said accus- 
ers simply jealous that “their” bands are moving 
on to bigger and ostensibly better horizons? In 
that case, I would imagine they’d be thrilled! 
Former Agnostic Front guitarist and current owner 
of Nasty Little Man Public Relations was once 





quoted as saying something to the effect of “It’s 
like getting promoted to a better job (being signed) 
and who wouldn’t want to move up to a better 


job?” Apply that to the mainstream corporate 


lifestyle and the answer is almost always a re- 
sounding “Yes!” But then we musician types 
have always prided ourselves on being outside 
the mainstream lifestyle in question. So I suppose 
one facet of this “sellout” thing involves fans’ 
fear that a band will leave them behind in their 
quest to expand their audience or grow as musi- 
cians. I personally find it amusing and annoying 
seeing newbies at a show either A) Becoming 
acquainted with a band and getting into them or 
B) Simply hanging out because the band is popu- 
lar with their friends and they’ve got nothing 
better to do with themselves. But often, when a 
band diverts from the path their more closed- 
minded fans chart for them, it’s interpreted as 
proof that “‘they’re only in it for the money.” I 
have news for you all: if you want to make money 
in the music biz, DON’T BE A MUSICIAN! 
Anything but; a lawyer, A&R man/woman, pro- 
moter, club owner—heck, even running a maga- 
zine might rake in more cash in the long run, for 
all I know! Al will most likely dispute that little 
comment, but the point is that if you want to play 
any kind of music at all, itshould be, above all, for 
love of the music and the simple joy of playing, 
period. If you want to do it full-time, that’s great, 
but remember the bills and rent must be paid, too. 
If you simply want to make money, then you’ ve 
got the wrong idea, ‘cause you sure as hell won’t 
make much! Though I’m only starting out in the 
field myself, | am armed with many a cautionary 
tale from friends and family members who are 
musicians and they all essentially state what I just 
said, so, in a way, I do “speak from experience,” 
indirectly. 

So what constitutes a band selling out or 
not? If a band plays with feeling and conviction, 
then no matter the direction they’ ve taken, they 
have NOT sold out, in my opinion. To give you a 
clue of where I’m coming from, here are several 
bands that I think are still on the level: Entombed, 
Bad Brains, Sepultura, Pantera (who have actu- 
ally grown heavier with every consecutive LP in 
their 7 LP history), Queensryche, Carcass, Voivod, 
Prong and, yes, METALLICA. OK, “Live Shit: 
Binge and Purge” is quite the pointless release for 
us diehards, but I disagree with many, including 
Al, on their supposed selling out with their “Black 
Album.” At least on a musical level. As people, 
well, I don’t know them personally, so I’m in no 
position to judge them there, now am I? 

Bands I think HAVE sold out: Megadeth 
(“Megawimp” is far more appropriate, I think 
today), Testament, the now-disbanded Exodus, 
Motorhead (sad but true!) and the once-mighty 
Slayer. They shredded hard on the “Judgement 
Night” soundtrack, but since “Seasons In The 
Abyss” was quite the disappointment and since 
I’ve heard that they are continuing in the same 
uninspired direction, I can’t help but feel sad 
about once was the most face-ripping band on the 
planet. Megadeth’s current, infinitely-more ra- 


dio-friendly sound truly turns my stomach. This 
is to me what selling out is, copying a successful 
band’s sound to get radio/video airplay and then 
swearing up and down it was either coincidental 
or a natural progression. Maybe I’m reversing 
myself here, but, as Alain Jourgensen once said, 
“Record companies sign you because you have a 
sound that’s unique and innovative. But as soon 
as they sign you, they’re trying to make you 
sound like everybody else.” 

To use Megawimp as an example—I’ve 
been a fan since their first LP and was struck by 
Mustaine’s caustic, intelligent lyrics, strangled 
squawk and the band’s impressive musical prow- 
ess. They frequently incorporated jazzy syncopa- 
tions and time/tempo changes that impressed us 
diehard rivetheads as much as their thrashier 
moments. Their roughshod cover of “These Boots 
Are Made For Walkin’” was hilarious because, as 
on the rest of the LP, it was obvious that Dave 
simply did not give a flying fuck. His devil-may- 
care attitude was an essential part of what made 
them so special in those days of yore. And “Peace 
Sells” was even better but, after the following 
tour, things started going downhill, with the de- 
parture of Gar Samuelson and Chris Poland, due 
to personality clashes and drug addiction. “So 
Far, So Good, So What” was not quite as potent, 
but still far better from what was to follow. Now, 
not to condone the man’s habits, but right about 
the time Mr. Mustaine came clean about his drug 
problems and entered rehab and recovery was 
right about the time they started going downhill 
musically. And this habit that halfway houses 
have of shoving religion down recovering ad- 
dicts’ throats only made it worse, as it seems to 
me our man has gone born-again on us (“Jesus 
Christ was the greatest man who ever lived,” he 
was recently quoted as saying). What I heard of 
“Rust In Peace” was weak, to say the least—it did 
not have anywhere near the power, punch or 
panache or “fuck you” attitude of their previous 
releases. And then we have the revoltingly com- 
mercial “Countdown To Extinction” (and 
“Youthanasia” continues in a similar vein—AL) 
I find it ironic that a former member of Metallica 
who, in the past, made it abundantly clear that he 
hated Metallica and their music all of a sudden 
turns around and records an LP that sounds just 
like their current direction, minus the excellent 
production. Megadeth have always been consid- 
ered Metallica’s poor idiot cousins in the popu- 
larity sweepstakes (although this last atrocity 
predictably went multi-platinum), so don’t you 
find it amusing that, all of a sudde, they’ re trying 
to copy them, after years of feuding? Go figure... 

Again, I state that, in my opinion, music is 
meant to played for the love of playing as op- 
posed to money and fame. A commonly-shared 
opinion, but one I hold dear. Again, perhaps I 
contradicted myself with the preceding rant, but 
that my purely my opinion. And opinions are 
what this column is about. And what SV’s letters 
page is for. If you see something you like or don’t 
like, drop us a line, for cryin’ out loud. Apathy is 
an altogether-common attitude, these days. 
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sounds of my cat puking in the background, I'll 
say that’s all for now. See you next issue. 


THE PEOPLE 


MOVEMENT 
by Mike Thain 


I am about to say some things that might 
offend some politically-correct people, or those 
who are otherwise inclined to accept propaganda 
at face value. 

It seems that it is a major trend to promote 
utterly racist hate in the guise of “anti-racism” 
and “pro-minority.” Of course, the logic of rais- 
ing minorities makes sense, especially when you 
happen to be one of the minorities who benefits 
from such an attitude. But hating white people for 
not having skin color is as bad as whites hating 
skin pigments. It is complete hypocrisy, though, 
to claim to be “pro-equality,” “anti-racist,” and 
“anti-white.” It is much like women who think 
that male bashing and taking away the rights of 
men somehow equals gender-equality. It is the 
same “me-first” attitude, saying “my race is supe- 
rior and should have all advantage.” Some will 
rally behind such an attitude (like Nazis, for 
instance), but I’m not here to challenge that 
attitude at this time. People have their own rea- 
sons for their beliefs. But to be semantically 
correct, racial supremacy is not anti-racism. 

A good example is the Native American 
movement and the Nation of Islam type “Black 
Power” movement. These are considered good 
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radical, leftist movements by some and, yet, 
“white power” is considered somehow different. 
It is said that you need social power to be racist. 
That, of course, is a load of crap. Racism is an 
attitude and not reserved for white people. 

Is it really okay to work towards the su- 
premacy of arace, as long as that race is currently 
a minority? Do small numbers excuse racism? It 
is common to respond to these questions by 
saying that minority groups want equality, not 
supremacy. In some cases that may be true, but in 
most cases, that is a load of crap. 

Native Americans using the “we were here 
first” argument doesn’t work anymore, if you 
also claim to fight against racism. If “we” is 
referring to a race, and that race should have 
special priveleges for being first, the justification 
is based solely on racism. 

Iam 22 years old. I have been here 22 years, 
regardless of how long ago caucasians first came 
here. If all people are truly equal, regardless of 
skin color or race, then I was here longer than a 20 
year old Native American. This is why “we were 
here first” doesn’t blend at all with “equality” or 
“anti-racism.” 

Any movement based on race, whether it be 
a minority or majority race, is racist. Nazis, 
Native American Nation, Nation Of Islam, Black 
Panthers, KKK—it’s all the same—working for 
the cause of race. I am automatically excluded 
from any racial movement based on anon-Cauca- 
sian race because I am Caucasian. I think we 
shoud have a people movement, open to anyone, 


regardless of race. Better yet, how about a life 
movement? After all, all creatures, human or not, 
deserve to be moved for. But, of course, that 
would be out of hand, because the only way to be 
pro-animal is to be anti-human or at least pro- 
depopulation. So perhaps the pro-choice move- 
ment is the best all-life movement. But, of course, 
less people makes life easier and better for those 
who are still left. So, in that sense, the pro-choice 
movement is a people movement. In that vein, 
maybe a movement against consensual crime 
laws such as pot smoking and gambling would 
give people more freedom and enjoyment of life 
without being on the lookout for mind-control 
cops at every crossroads. 

So let’s have a movement that allows any- 
one, of any race, to do whatever the hell they 
want, as long as they don’t directly or intention- 
ally bring harm to anyone else. We could call it 
“The People Movement. Or, then again, we could 
call it Wicca or Christianity or Buddhism or just 
about any old religion in its first, ideal form, 
before being gripped by stifling dogma. Look at 
the early Christians. All they wanted was to be 
left alone to worship and live as they pleased 
without having to go to jail about it. Now we 
imprison everyone in the name of Christian mo- 
rality. Go figure. 

Let’s go back to the basics of freedom, 
equality and harmlessness and start all over again. 
Itreally needs to be redone every couple hundred 
years to weed out the assholes who crawl to the 
top. 





PUBLICATIONS 


KEY: 
X = Xeroxed 
O = Offset/Printed 
D = Digest-sized 
T = Tabloid-sized 
N = Newsprint 
G = Glossy cover 
S = Small (less than 20 pages) 
M = Medium (20-40 pages) 
L = Large (more than 40 pages) 


(ALMOST) NOTHING BUT RECORD (TAPE & VIDEO) 
REVIEWS Fall '94 (Seidboard World Enterprises, POB 
137, Prince St. Sta., NY, NY 10012, OM, $2.50) Just what 
itsays, although the reviews stay away from the negative. 
To which | say—what's the point? If you don't like some- 
thing, slam it...people should take a writer’s bias into 
account when reading reviews and should be able to draw 
their own conclusions. This may be the last issue, by the 
way. 


ALLTHAT MAGATHANG (606 Willow Ave., #3, Hoboken, 
NJ 07030, OGNL, $1,95) Punk, hardcore and hip-hop 
coverage from the man behind Too Damn Hype records 
(also the drummer for Dare To Defy). The lastest issue | 
have includes SOIA, Black Train Jack, Crisis, Stompbox, 
Gift and reviews. 


#1 (207 W. Clarendon, 14B, Phoe- 
nix, AZ 85013, LX, $2 ppd) Great new ‘zine—well-thought 
out interviews w/DI, TVTV$, Rhythm Collision, reviews 
and anti-major label commentary. Punk! 


ANTI-MATTER #4 (151 First Ave., #107, NY, NY 10003, 
OL, $2) Norm has a newer issue out, but | haven’t seen 
it yet. Quickly becoming one of the better ‘zines out there, 
by merit of diverse coverage, thoughtful interviewing and 
reviewing. Orange 9MM, Jawbox, lan MacKaye, Into 
Another, reviews. 


BABY SUE #455, 456 (POB 1111, Decatur, GA 30031- 
1111, OM, $3 ppd) Always-entertaining. Cartoons, com- 
edy, gossip. One issue has an interview w/Jesus! Not so 
sure about the “Black Ladies at McBurger Thang” strip, 
though, which could be construed as racist. They also 
publish a ‘zine of music reviews. 


#35, 36 (249 Eldridge St., #14, NY, NY 
10002, OGL, $4) Jack Rabid’s labor of love still ranks in 
my top five publications. In-depth interviews, reviews, 
commentary and done from the pen (laptop?) of a true fan. 
Jack has his biases and preferences and will laud them 
with evangelical fervor and his encyclopedia-like knowl- 
edge is rarely duplicated. #35 has Albini, Ruts (!!), 
Buzzcocks, Jawbox, Wipers. #36 continues Albini, plus 
Lush, Bob Mould, Oasis (poseurs!), Velvet Crush, Kristin 
Hersh. | never fail to read it cover to cover and marvel at 
the amount of effort invested. 


BLINK #6-8 (PO Box 823, Miami, FL 33243-0823, ONL, 
$2 ppd) Eclectic coverage (Gas Huffer, Sheer Terror, 
Killdozer, Butt Trumpet, Ivy, Goats), fiction, journals, 
reviews, letters to God. Unpredictable. 


BRUSHBACK (139 Sunnyside Ave., Waterbury, CT 
06708, OGM, $3 ppd) Photo-zine by Dave Run-It, dating 
from ’87-'88 and featuring the likes of Slapshot, Gov't 
Issue, Gang Green, Killdozer and others in action. A 
snapshot of the past. 


CACTUS PRICK #8 (POB 27142, Tempe, AZ 85285, XM, 
$2 ppd) Anus The Menace, Atomic 61, reviews, a tribute 
to ABBA 


CHAIRS MISSING Issue #Fragile, Mannequin, Differ- 
ent To Me (PO Box 522, Stratford, CT 06497, OM, $3.50 
ppd) Scott keeps rolling along, with this well-written ‘zine. 
Tons of reviews, interviews, commentary. Fragile: Ar- 
chers Of Loaf, Failure, Stereolab and Kobain cover for 
you Nirvana fetishists. Mannequin: Jehu, Arcwelder, 7 Yr. 
Bitch, Mule. Different: New Bomb Turks, Wedding Present, 


Killdozer, Brainiac. Honest and opinionated. 


CHANGE ‘ZINE #4, 5 (9 Birchwood Lane, Westport, CT, 
OL, $2 for #4, $3 ppd for #5) Two more crammed issues. 
#4 has interviews w/photographer Justine DeMetrick, 
Tar, Undertow, Voodoo Glow Skulls. #5 is the half 
basketball, half music issue. Interviews w/various Knicks 
players (boo! hiss!),the Celts’ David Wesley (better), 
Norm from Anti-Matter, Shift, Bad Religion and both 
issues have tons of reviews, commentary, etc... Being a 
hoops fan, | enjoyed it immensely but those with an 
aversion to sports may have a lot to skip over. Their loss! 


CLEAR SIGHT #1 (Paul Mentz, Drygalski Allee 111, 
81477 Munich, GERMANY, XDM, IRC’s) Personal and 
political commentary, cenetered quite a bit around sXe 
and vegan issues. 


CONTRAST #1.5 (POB 1545, N. Kingstown, RI 02852, 
XDS, stamp) Small newsletter format for this 
one...commentary and letters. 


#5 (20368 Clay St., Cupertino, CA 
95014, XDM, $2 ppd) Swirlies, commentary, personal- 
type stuff—like what's a grunge girl, why the editors hate 
Jane Pratt, etc... 


#7 (PO Box 267873, Chicago, IL 
60626-7873, XDL, $3) Comes with a nifty 7" EP, featuring 
raucous punk sounds by No Empathy, Rejected, Oblivion 
and two others. Travel journal, No Empathy tour diary, 
reviews, commentary. 


#1 (43 Pettibush Lane, Duxbury, MA 
02332, XM, send a couple bucks) Great ‘zine name and 
even if Alex needs to work on the aesthetics a little, he 
does getinterviews w/NOFX, Tree, Sam Black, Bosstones, 
plus reviews. 


FIZZ #1, 2 (1509 Queen Ave. N., #276, Seattle, WA 
98109, OGNL, $2.50) Out of the ashes of Fiz comes Fizz, 
with editor Cathy Rundell relocated to the great, rainy 
northwest. Rock coverage and more, with an irreverent 
point of view. A feast of trash culture, fashion, punk rock, 
gossip and what have you. #1: Fastbacks, Fluf, Rancid. 
#2; 7 Year Bitch, Cub, Wool, Silver Jews, Luscious 
Jackson. Like Ben |s Dead, this is a more punk rock Sassy 
(I guess)... 


GENETIC DISORDER #12 (PO Box 151362, San Diego, 
CA 92175, OGNL, $2) The true crime issue, with articles 
and updates on various psychopaths, an article about 
going to the prom, the usual reviews anda dis on SV in the 
‘zine review section for not “progressing’—hey, why fuck 
with a successful formula? And, sorry, quality ‘zines aren't 
a “dime a dozen’—a lot of effort goes into putting this out, 
as you probably know. Everyone's entitled to their own 
opinion and, uh, FUCK YOU! 


GLUT #3 (418 Gregory Ave., Weekhawken, NJ 07087, 
OM, $2) Reviews of 7" vinyl, plus a Sinkhole tour diary and 
an interview w/Slim from Kill Rock Stars. Yep, there are 
way too many 7" releases out there and Jim and crew 
deserve a medal for having the patience to sit through all 
of them! 


GRATUIT POUR LES POULETTES #0 (Marco Capelli, 
Via Fara 2, 24040 Carnonica d'Adda (BG), ITALY, OL, $4 
ppd) In Italian; Down By Law, Youth Brigade, DI, Jawbox, 
Green Day, reviews. If you have an Uncle Luigi, have him 
translate! 


GREEDY BASTARD #10(POB 1014, Yonkers, NY 10704, 
XM, $17?) A hilarious, fake Earth Crisis interview, certain 
to piss off certain parties. Queers, Jewish punk rockers! 


HEARTATTACK #1-4 (POB 848, Goleta, CA 93116, 
ONL, $1 ppd) Kent McClard returns to the ‘zine scene with 
his, as usual, uncompromising dedication to underground 
punk and hardcore music—meaning no reviews of re- 
leases with bar-codes or larger distributor affiliation. Com- 
mentary, reviews, interviews. Avail grace the cover of #4. 
All are worth your time. #5 is out by now. Informative and 
provocative. 


HEAVY ROTATION #4 (POB 3204, Brandon, FL 33509- 
3204, XM, $1.50) Reviews, commentary, with a prefer- 
ence for thrash/hardcore/crusty type stuff. 


IN EFFECT #4, 5 (Chris Wynne, 119-16 8 Avenue, 
College Point, NY 11356, OM, $2.50 ppd) After a long 
hiatus, this ‘zine is back and it’s a throwback to the hard 
‘ol days. Reviews and interviews w/such bludgeoners as 
Sick Of It All, Sheer Terror, Leeway, Crown Of Thornz. 


#51-53 (418 Gregory Ave., Weekhawken, 
NJ 07087, OLGN, $2). #51 has the “selling of punk” angle, 
including divergent opinion from the likes of Testa, McClard 
and Livermore, plus Green Day (this was published 
before they became the mall phenoms), Jawbox and the 
usual reviews. #52 features Wool, Deadguy, Bouncing 
Souls, Madball and an internet exchange including Albini, 
Rose of and Nils from Sub Pop. #53 concentrates on the 
difficulty of bands making it in NYC, plus Mike Watt, fF, 
Jeff Buckley, Xanax 25 and the other usual features. Jim 
continues to put out a quality ‘zine. 


KILL THE MESSENGER #3 (23 Wilson Terrace, Eliza- 
beth, NJ 07208-1712, OM, $2 ppd) Usual assortment of 
reviews, bandarticles (Sleep, Eyehategod) andan Assiick 
tour diary. 


MAXIMUM ROCK ‘N ROLL (PO Box 460760, SF, CA 
94146-0760, ONL, $2) MRR become more and more 
vehement about keeping punk underground, totally break- 
ing off with anyone on a major label or affiliated with a 
larger distributor. Issue #141 gets to the crux of the issue, 
titled “The $elling Of A Culture.” | continue to read it every 
month, maybe to reconfirm my commitment to certain 
ideals, though | wonder if their form of separatism be- 
comes self-defeating. Hmmm....after seeing Green Day 
glossy mags in the supermarket, maybe they do have 
something of a point! 


NO IDEA #11 (POB 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604-4636, 
OLN, $5 ppd) What a great deal...a 29 song CD, plus the 
‘zine, packed with the likes of Arcwelder, Sparkmarker, 
Seam, Daniel Clowes, reviews. The CD has tons of great 
tunes—driving punk by Guzzard, Radon, Bombshell, 
Clarimel, J Church, ska by Less Than Jake, hardcore 
pound from Sparkmarker and Undertow, groove from 
Rain Like The Sound Of Trains, etc... A strong sampling 
of the underground from all over. Better than blowing your 
money on video games! 


QUTHOUSE #3-7 (POB 1040, La Mesa, CA 91944, XDS, 
50¢) Anna’s ‘zine continues to improve and continues to 
be about whatever's on her mind. An increasingly anti- 
racist, anti-ignorance emphasis, as she becomes more 
disgusted with the idiocy that surrounds her (and all of us). 
#7 has an interview w/God Is My Co-Pilot. When the spirit 
moves her, Anna also publishes Straight & Narrow and 
Fussbudget. 


PIT REPORT (Box 120905, Boston, MA 02112-0905, 
ONM, $10/yr) A monthly local, with an emphasis on the 
harder side of things, plus political commentary from a 
largely libertarian perspective (pro-pot, etc...) | applaud 
Joe and staff taking a stand against the mindless violence 
and gang-banger mentality that has permeated the Bos- 
ton hardcore scene. They're not afraid to name names 
and that takes balls! Club listings, reviews, interviews. 


POP WATCH #5 (POB 440215, Somerville, MA 02144, 
OGL, $3.95) Big and glossy and well-done, from an indy 
and pop point of view. Bailter Space, Bridget (ex-Unrest), 
Gas Huffer, reviews, cartoons 


PROBE #4 (POB 5068, Pleasanton, CA 94566, OGL, $4) 
Rock ‘n roll and nudity. Goes together, doesn’t it? 
Fuckboyz, Pleasure Elite, porn actresses Aja and Christy 
Canyon, reviews, skewed towards garage and punk 


PROFANE EXISTENCE #23 (POB 8722, Minneapolis, 
MN 55408, TNM, $2 ppd) Anarchy lives! Music and, more 
importantly, social commentary. Total Chaos interview. A 
reminder that, for some people, punk is more than a 
fashion statement. 


PUNK PLANET #1, 2 (POB 1711, Hoboken, NJ 07030, 


Ni 


ONL, $2) Similar format to MRR, w/reviews, letters, 
columns, interviews and very well done. Bi-monthly, but 
these are the only two issues I’ve seen. 


#1 (2050 W. 56 St., Hialeah, FL 
33016, ONM, $1.50 ppd) Columns, poetry, reviews, plus 
Splat, Cereal and a Mykel Board satirical piece on chil- 
dren. 


#8 (104 Newport Ave., Attleboro, MA 
02703, X/OL, $2 ppd) Shades Apart, Unbroken, reviews, 
photos and personal thoughts. 


SECONDS (24 Fifth Ave., #405, NY, NY 10011, OGL, 
$2.95) Comes out bi-monthly, covering the entire musical 
spectrum (which is both good and bad) and | usually get 
my review copy sent from the mailroom of a major label. 
| don’t know if | should congratulate Steve on getting a big 
company to pay for his mailing or worry if he’s compromis- 
ing journalistic ethics. They've added a small music 
review section and are almost uniformly positive. Recent 
highlights: #28: Allen Ginsberg, #29: Bootsy Collins, 
Wedding Present, Greg Ginn, #30: Santana, Type O, 
Buddy Miles. 


SHOELACE #6, 7 (PO Box 7952, Trenton, NJ 08628, 
XM, $1.75 ppd) #6 has short interviews w/Rancid & Half 
Japanese, #7 features Sensefield, Napalm Sunday and 
both have an assortment of reviews, columns, fiction, 
etc... 


SLEEPY FOOT #4 (Mike Thain, POB 40453, Bay Village, 
OH 44140-0453, ODS, $1) Essays, thought and com- 
mentary dealing w/racial issues, human existence, mu- 
sic. Mike’s ideas make sense. 


SOUND VIEWS #31-34 (96 Henry St., #5W, Brooklyn 
Heights, NY 11201, OMN, $2 ppd) | wish | could get my 
‘zine out as often as these guys. Reminds me of SV in the 
interview/review/column format. #34, the latest features 
Quicksand, Public Nuisance, Charles from Gern Blandsten 
Records and the usual allotment of reviews, local news, 
etc... They've got it down. 


STY ZINE #18, 19 (300 N. Bryan St., Bloomington, IN 
47408-4144, various format, $1 ppd) 

Two totally different issues. #18 is in a smaller format, 
with a review insert. Essays on brainwashing, Icki’s sum- 
mer vacation, skating. #19 is a full newspaper and more 
music oriented—int. w/Problematic, Duh skatezine, re- 
views, Cartoons. 


TAILSPINS Vol. 3, #18 (PO Box 5467, Evanston, IL 
60204, ONL, $1.50) Indy rock coverage: Polvo, 
Sleepyhead, Drive Like Jehu, reviews, plus “marketing 
tips,” showing bands ways they can annoy writers like me! 


THICKER #1-3 (POB 881983, SF, CA 94188, OGL, $4 
ppd for #1,2 and $2.75 for #3) This one’s primed for 
greatness. Polished and in-depth, plus a 7" with the first 
two issues—#1 has a couple of Kenny Chambers out- 
takes while #2 features Eugene Chadbourne paired up w/ 
Biafra and Jimmy Carl Black. Wide-ranging rock cover- 
age—among the subjects are Shellac, Jon Spencer, 
Supersuckers, Lou Giordano, John Lydon and 
Kustomized. #3 features great interviews w/lan MacKaye, 
Paul Leary (Buttholes), Grant Hart and other goodies. The 
Matter for the 90s? 


#21-24 (PO Box 236, Nesconset, 
NY 11767, ONGL, $2 ppd) They've added a glossy cover 
and continue to be a highly-readable ‘zine. Covering the 
loud, punk, garage, industrial end of things. Tesco Vee’s 
now a columnist, as well. Biafra is interviewed in #23 and 
24 and Helios Creed is in #22. Diverse coverage. 


#1 (POB 3902, St. Petersburg, FL 
33731, ONL $1?) Samiam, Thinking Fellers Union, Steel 
Pole Bath Tub, Japanese hardcore, commentary, re- 
views. 


#4/MOO COW #14 (POB 4021, 
ONTS, 2stamps) Dave and Jim did a couple of split issues 
together, but | think Dave’s going to be publishing solo, 
from now on. Anyway, columns, reviews and local info. 


VILLAGE NOIZE #17 (48-54 213 St., Bayside, NY 11364, 
OGL, $4 ppd) Alternative culture, for want of a better 
term—Kudos on the Noam Chomsky interview. Other 
interviewicons include Jon Spencer, Jesus & Mary Chain, 
Sebadoh and The Cult. Shit, a long way from the pieces 
on the NY Hoods and Sheer Terror in the early days! 


VOID (Mike Pelczarski, 159 Main St., Three Rivers, MA 
01080, XS, stamp) A newsletter from WMass. 2-4 pages 
of reviews and opinion spewing. 


WHATEVER #2 (POB 4692, Austin, TX 78765, XM, $2) 
A hodgepodge of ideas, drawings, fiction. Much of it 
dealing w/nazism and skinheads, with the purpose of 
exposing it for the idiocy it is. 
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GET IN THE VAN by Henry Rollins (2.13.61, POB 1910, 
Los Angeles, CA 90078) 

HELL ON WHEELS-A TOUR STORIES COMPILATON 
by Greg Jacobs (Rockpress Publishing, POB 99090, 
San Diego, CA 92169, $14.95) 

Henry Rollins publishes his journals from his years in 
Black Flag—a five year, detailed account of shitty 
clubowners, run-ins with the cops, run-ins with audience 
members, time spent in the shed in Greg Ginn's back 
yard, etc... Misanthropic musings on life—but | guess the 
non-stop touring grind can do that to people. Rollins’ 
writing style is forthright and simple and you wonder if 
there’s some sort of calculation in his “me against the 
world” attitude. He comes off as a wounded individual— 
the classic product of a dysfunctional family and a string 
of relationships that didn’t work out. Actually, that’s real 
life. Depressing, at times, but an interesting first-person 
telling of what it’s like to ride through and be confronted 
with mainstream America and the so-called “alternative.” 
With “Hell On Wheels,” you get what's advertised—tour 


rage. rebellion. 


sorrow. 


stories by a bunch of bands, written by the artists; includ- 
ing All (telling a somewhat homophobic story), Germs, L7, 
Rocket From The Crypt and other luminaries. Babes In 
Toyland tell the harrowing tale of being caught in the 
middle of the SF earthquake. After reading these stories 
and the Rollins book it kind of makes me wonder what 
would possess any band to tour to such a large extent, 
and it makes me respect their persistence, even more. It 
can be the greatest experience in the world, but equally 
soul-ripping. 


THREE LEGGED RACE: SELECTED WRITINGS FROM 
1988-1993 by Dan O’Mahony (Bad Man Merchandis- 
ing, 2411 Durant Ave., #7, Berkeley, CA 94704, $4.95) 
I've known Dan for a number of years and always sus- 
pected he had some inner demons torturing him and, well, 
now there’s a clearer picture. Somewhat. Writings and 
poetry of self-examination from the former vocalist of No 
For An Answer and 411, dealing with the death of his 
mother, his imperfect relationships and a serious gam- 
bling addiction. The point, if there is one, is that we are 
imperfect, but that it’s still worthwhile to strive to be the 
best individual you can be: “Push, push harder. There is 
nothing here that is beyond your ability.” If it seems self- 
absorbed, then that’s probably the case, but, than again, 
all individuals are self-absorbed and Dan’s writing comes 
across as honest soul-baring. 


SPACE DAZE: THE HISTORY & MYSTERY OF ELEC- 
TRONIC AMBIENT SPACE ROCK by Dave Thompson 
(Cleopatra, 8726 S. Sepulveda Blvd., Suite D82, Los 
Angeles, CA 90045) 

Self-explanatory title and a decent overview of head- 
expanding music. Not all of it is my thing, but for those of 
you who dig Hawkwind, Can, Gong, early Floyd, Faust, 
etc.. will find this an invaluable study of the sound—both 
the roots and current purveyors. Thompson doesn't re- 
strict himself to obvious subjects—in his view, Hendrix 
made a contribution to the development of what became 
known as space rock. There’s also a selected discogra- 
phy of groundbreaking and more contemporary releases. 


sincerity. 


GOSSAMER - Shell / No One 7" 


SOOTHING MELODIES THAT EXPLODE INTO ANGST RIDDEN BURSTS OF 
ENERGY. PRODUCED BY DON FURY 


DEADLYNE - Revolution in A Minor/ And I 
Don't Care 7" 


POWERFUL THRASH FROM DELAWARE'S FINEST !! 


SPACE CHRIST - Building Towers / Child 
Star 7” 


HEAVY, HEAVY, CHAOTIC PUNK FROM PENNSYLVANIA !! 


ALL 7"s $3.00 ppd 
BUZZ FACTORY RECORDS 
61-36 160TH ST. FLUSHING, NY 11365 


COMING SOON: NAIL 7" 


FLAC 7" CRUX 7" 
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Cher U.K.’s catch of the 
day is Go-Go Fish, a 
massive pop fillet, made 
with Keith Cleversley. 


[NEW ALBUM featuring/@ 
“3 Wishes," "The Simple 
BLife" and "Make A Move"! 
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Sound Idea Distribution 
3421 S.E. Micanopy Ter. 


Stuart, FL 34997 U.S.A. 
Phone (407) 283-5074 
Fax (407) 283-0571 
ORDERING INFORMATION. 
MINIMUM ORDER IS $10 or it will 
be returned. I'm not kidding. 
PAYMENT IS TO BOB SUREN. 
Do not make payment to Sound Idea. 
Prices are postpaid in the US only. Add $3 for 
first class postage in the US if you want it. 
Canada and Mexico, add $1 per item for surface. 
Canada and Mexico, add $1 per item plus $3 for airmail. 
World, add $2 per item for surface. 
World, add $4 per item for airmail 
PLEASE LIST ALTERNATIVES or you will 
get a credit slip. Big orders get free stuff! 
Send two stamps or 4 IRCs for 12 page catalog!!! 
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Capitalist Casualties/MITB LP $7.50 

Capitalist Casualties/MDC 7” $3.50 

Rorschach/1.6 Band 7" $3 

V/A "4 Way Split” CD $12 (Gol, Citizens Arrest +2) 
Spazz/Floor 7" $3.50 

No Comment "Demos" 7” $3 

Born Against "Live" 7" $5 

Fear Of God "Pneumatic Slaughter" 7” $5 
Excrement of War "Cathode Ray Coma” CD $12 
Excretion/Ultima Rausea 7” $5 

Bingo Mut 7" $3.50 (Fla's Op Ivy!) 

Propagandhi "How To...” CD $11.50 

Crimpshrine "Duct Tape Soup” LP $8.50 

Psycho "Shrunken" 7" $3.50 

Bombraid "Elegies" 7" $5 

Deathside "The Will Never Die” 7” $5 

Bastard "Wind of Pain” LP $9 

Man Is The Bastard "Our Earth's Blood” 7" $3.50 
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Rorschach "Protestant" LP $6 
V/A "Crust and Anguished Life" CD $15 
Siege "Drop Dead " CD $13.50 
Perukers "Protest and Survive" 7" $5 
MVD/Pink Flamingos 7" $5 

Warhead CD $13.50 

Infest "Not Over Yet"* 7” $6 

Green Day "Live at Gilman” 7" $6 

V/A "Boston is Burning” 7" $3.50 
Subvert "The Madness Must End" 7" $4 
Merel LP $6 

Medicine Man "Cead Mile" 7° $3 
Agathocles "Use Your Anger" LP $11 | 
Agathocles "Agarchy” 7" $5 
Agathocles "Distrust And Abuse” 7” $5 
Agathocles/Psycho 7" $3.50 
Agathocles/Nasum 7" $5 

Screeching Weasel "Anthem" LP $8.50 
Screeching Weasel "Anthem" CS $8.50 
Screeching Weasel "Anthem" CD $11 
Neurosis "Black” 7" $7 
Dischange/Excrement of War 7" $4 
Grain 7” $3 

Dropdead LP $8.50 

Dropdead CD $11 

Lost and Found Box Set (5x7") $22 

Lag Wagon "Trashed" CD $11 

Failure Face 7” $3 

Failure Face "All Pain No Gain" 7” $3 
Failure Face/Ulcer 7" $3 

Chokehold “Prison” LP $8 

Pot Valiant 7” $3 


Crisis of Faith "American Dream" 7" $3.50 


Yah Mos 7" $3 

Blindfold LP $8 

Nightstick "Dahmer's Room" 7" $3.50 
Heresy /Meatfly LP $10 


Think Twice LP $9 


Ezyond Description 7" $4.50 

Rorschach XL T-shirt $6 

Crucifix "Dehumanization" XL T-shirt $6 
Discharge XL T-shirt $6 

Infest T-shirt $6 








Econochrist "Skewed” 7" $3 
Struggle 7” $3 
Manumission 7" $3 

Doc Hopper "Aloha" LP $7 
Groans 7" $3.50 

Larm "Straight on View" XL T-shirt $6 
Youth of Today "Break Down...” LP $8.50 
Sensefield "Killed" CD $12 

Concrete Sox "Japan Tour" CD $15 
Neurosis "Word as Law" LP $8.50 
Terveet Kadet "Horse" 7" $5 

Terveet Kadet "Bizarre Domination” 7" $5 
In/humanity/Half Life 7” $3.50 

V/A "Bloodless Unreality" 7" $3 

Heresy "Live 1987" video (Japan) $30 
Ripcord video $30 

Idora "No More Life" 7" $5 

C.0.S.A. "Strategic" 7” $5 

Underdog "Demos" CD $12 

Bold "Looking Back" CD $12 

Judge "Bringin' it Down" CD $12 

Gorilla Biscuits 7" $3.50 

Buazzoven "To A Frown" LP $8.50 
Crimpshrine "Sleep" 7" $3.50 

Queers "Love Songs” LP $8.50 

Queers "Love Songs" cass $8.50 

Queers "Love Songs" CD $11 

Pansy Division "Undressed" LP $8.50 
V/A "Give Me Back” LP $6 

VIA "3/12/93" 7" $3 

End of the Line LP $6 

Sawhorse 7" $3 

Youth of Today "Break Down" LP $8.50 
FVK/Scumbag LP $10 

Fuck Geez "Here's the..." 7" $5 

V/A "Yokahoma City HC" 7" $5 

Dive 7" $3 

Rhythm Collision "Now" LP $7 
Toadliquor LP $6 

Saffer "On Common Ground" 7" $4 

No Fraud "I don't know you" 7" $4 
Splinter "10 Love Songs" LP $6 
V/A "Intensive Care Unit" LP $9 
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This is an unbelievable band. If you’ve 
read this ‘zine the last few years, youalready 
know that’s how I feel and if you’ve heard 
the records or seen them live, then you know 
it’s the goddamned truth. What separates 
the New Bomb Turks from most of the cur- 
rent crop of punk rock bands is their rever- 
ence for past punk and mischievous musical 
forms—hell-raising rockabilly, garage snot, 
classic punk and evensome mainstream pop 
stylings. They’re obvious music FANS above 
all, and their enthusiasm comes through their 
playing and songwriting. The discography 
is endless—a non-stop stream of 7" releases, 
an EP (“Drunk On Cock”) and two full- 
length albums (“Destroy Oh-Boy!” and “In- 
formation Highway Revisited”). This inter- 
view was done quite awhile back (before the 
second album came out), in the office at the 
Middle East, with vocalist Eric Davidson 
and bassist Matt Reber. Bill Randt (drums) 
and Jim Weber (guitar) round out the Co- 
lumbus, OH four-piece... 


SV: What did that incredible review in MRR 
do for you guys? 

Eric: It was good, it was neat and all that. It 
wasanice review because it was informed. It 





seemed like he knew what he was talking 
about, what he liked about our band and 
that’s cool and that’s impressive, but then if 
you get thrown in with the MRR sort of 
bands, then everybody thinks you’re a 
hardcore band. I’m sure everybody reads 
that magazine, but you get lumped in some- 
times. But there’s nothing wrong with that. If 
they like the music, that’s great and I appre- 
ciate that. And that review came out before 
the album came out, so it helped. 

Matt: It got Jim some blow jobs. (laughter) 
SV: Then there was a write-up awhile backin 
CM] about the Columbus, OH “scene.” First 
of all, is there a Columbus “scene” and, 
second, did A&R people all of a sudden start 
descending on the city? 

Eric: Oh, you wouldn’t believe. Boy, just 
money flying in Columbus, OH, just like it 
always has. No... would say there’s more of 
ascene there than Dayton, whichis the trendy 
one to talk about now but, at the same time, 
there’s great record stores, there’sa couple of 
good bars and there’s cheap beer and there’s 
always an influx of new students, young 
people. But, for the most part, it’s like any 
city. It comes and goes. 

Matt: I think if you took all the good bands 
from Ohio, you could probably have a scene 





the size of Boston or Seattle. If you take 
Guided By Voices, the Breeders, who don’t 
really count because they just moved to Day- 
ton, Brainiac and Afghan Whigs, 
Prisonshake, Cobra Verde, My Dad Is Dead. 
Butif you take thatand the Columbus bands, 
such as Gaunt and Greenhorn. 

SV: Ohio’s always had a lot of good bands, 
back to the Pagans and Rocket From The 
Tombs. 

Eric: Ohio’s fine, we’re not putting down 
Ohio, necessarily, but for sheer masses of 
people—there’s more people in NY, there’s 
more people in Boston, there’s more people 
in Seattle. When people say, “oh, there’s a 
scene in San Diego,” it’s like, when hasn't 
there been a scene in California? There’s 
always tons of bands, there. It’s hype. It’s 
somebody looking for the next big thing. 
Matt: It’s taking a scene which is going to 
exist, normally, anywhere, and when you 
focus on a scene because one band’s really 
good, a lot of bands will get signed from that 
area. The Breeders are good, Guided By 
Voices are awesome and Brainiac has gotten 
some good reviews, but, besides that, Day- 
ton really doesn’t... 

Eric: I know people that live there. They say 
it sucks, there aren’t any record stores. 
Matt: Bob from Guided By Voices says there’s 
no scene in Dayton. 

Eric: And those guys have been around. 
SV: It’s just something people have to hype 
up, I guess. 

Matt: There’s always going to be a Boston 
scene, there’s always going tobea New York 
scene, there’s always going to be a Seattle 
scene. 

SV: Well, considering you guys are fairly 
young, yet have such a classic punk rock 
sound, how did you guys get into that stuff? 
Matt: Nothing better to do. I think that ex- 
plains it. 

Eric: Well, actually, when we all met...we 
like a lot of different types of music and itjust 
turned out that had never been ina band, so 
Ikind of went into it blind. Billand Matt have 
been in bands together, but they had differ- 
ent kinds of influences and had maybe never 
played ina band like that, before. Jim was in 
a kind of a party band in high school, so 
when you throw people together like that, 
who area little bit inexperienced and maybe 
still just learning their instruments—except 
Bill—a lot of the times, the best punk rock 
bands play, if you listen closely, there’s dif- 
ferent kinds of music in there. The Saints, 
and even the Dead Boys were alittle glammy. 
The Clash had a little bit of roots rock going 
and even reggae. All these bands had differ- 
ent stuff. The Saints had the Stones thing. 
SV: And the soul thing. The second album 
(“Eternally Yours”) is one of the greatest 
punk albums, ever 

Eric: The first two records and even part of 
the third one and that EP, too. (“The Saints,” 


“Prehistoric Sounds,” “Paralytic Tonight”) 
and it’s just I think those bands, they had 
those influences—like the Ramones always 
said they liked those 50s and 60s one-hit 
wonder bands and stuff, because they liked 
the fun, short songs. Now it’s like punk has 
a sort of definition of short 
and fast, but it doesn’t have 
to be that way. 

SV: Yeah. Imean, today, ev- 
erything has tobe separated 
into all these sub-genres or 
whatever and, back then, 
all these bands had differ- 
entinfluences, many things 
going on and that’s what 
made them so unique. 
Eric: Well, they wanted to 
update something they 
hadn’t heard in awhile. It 
was nice about that band 
we saw tonight, Showcase 
Showdown. I haven’t seen 
ayoung band play stuff that 
sounded like either Dead 
Kennedys or 1980s new 
wave stuff in awhile and it 
was kind of fun to see that. 
Play it earnest and have a 
good time. I haven’t seen 


that in awhile and that’s what punk bands 
were like, probably in the late 70s. If you 
hadn’t heard good rockabilly in awhile, be- 
sides Sha-Na-Na and all those revival bands, 
it probably sounded kind of exciting to hear 
the Ramones. That’s what's exciting—you 





update different sounds that you like. Idon’t 
know if we do that very consciously (oh, I 
would say they do, but they do it quite well!-AL) 
but you just end up doing it. 

Matt: If you like hardcore, there’s a million 
bands you can listen to. And they all the 
sound the same and you 
can have a huge record col- 
lection just based around 
hardcore. 

SV: Everything’ssonarrow- 
focused these days. 

Matt: The thing is that 
there’s so much more than 
there was in’77. If you look 
through Punk magazine 
from 77, they covered a lot 
of things. They covered 
Cheap Trick... 

SV: Dictators. 

Matt: Power-pop, and they 
even had Stones interviews. 
SV: Trouser Press used to 
do the same thing. 

Eric: And then there had to 
be thecanon after that, what 
was cool and what wasn’t. 
And all those kids who 
grew up in the 80s, even if 
they totally hate that and 





make fun of yuppies, if you grew up in the 
80s, you can’t help categorize things. It was 
totally a decade of what was cool, what was 
in, what was popular because everything 
was so economical. Everything was based 
on what's selling and what's in, so kids to- 
day have such a definition mindset. When I 
started seeing shows, kids would literally 
talk about when somebody didn’t have a 
Champion sweatshirt there, for awhile. It 
was like the Gorilla Biscuits thing and it was 
like, what are you talking about?! That’s so 
schtick. 

SV: I’m looking at the crowd tonight and I 
don’t see a lot of the people I see at the 
hardcore shows. 

Eric: Good! 

SV: I agree... 

Eric: I mean I like if young kids come. That’s 
cooland if they think we're fast likea hardcore 
band, and enjoy it... 

Matt: And college kids. I love the fact that we 
appeal to “indy rock” kids or whatever. 
SV: Slackers (makes noises) 

Matt: Slackers, you know, whatever. There 
were slackers in the 60s, there were slackers 
in the 50s, 40s, slackers is just a marketing 
term. 

Eric: We were talking about that. When is 
there a decade when people in their 20s 
weren't finding work and didn’t know what 
they were going to do with their lives? 

SV: So why is it all of a sudden getting this 
attention? 

Eric: It’s ‘cause they can sell stuff with it. A 
large amount of people in their 20s will be 
spending money when they finally get jobs 
in their 30s. 

Matt: They find new things to market or 
whatever. Like the whole alternative thing— 
it’s not alternative. 

SV: Alternative to what? 

Matt: Even college radio—within the last 
five years, college radio has become such a 
thing where there’s stations that can decide 
to do whatever they want, but they’re still 
buying into the major label stuff. They might 
as well be programmed like any other sta- 
tion. 

SV: Well, the college radio up here is awe- 
some. I was down in Florida, last year, and 
they kept playing the same few songs and it 
was thesamesongs off the record, like they’d 
play one song off the U2 record, one song off 
the Nirvana record. 

Matt: Whatever, that’s Florida, that’s a party 
state, it’s a little more mainstream and really 
right wing. 

Eric: What you were saying about hardcore 
kids, too. They’re a little more serious and I 
wasjust talking tosomeone tonight,a woman 
out here that I know, and we were talking 
abouthow kids have more definition of what 
hardcore is and they might hear that we're 
fast and the record soundsa little serious, it’s 
a little earnest sounding, if you’ve never 


heard us before and when they see us and 
we're kind of goofing and having a good 
time and actually enjoying ourselves, it’s not 
their idea of what that is. But I think that’s a 
good thing, because I’ve always enjoyed the 
bands that surprise you. Like the Beastie 
Boys might do something that sounds like 
funk or a punk rock thing or sounds like 
something else and you have Prince, who’s 
all over the scale and the Stones, even if they 
did a dumb disco song, it was an okay dumb 
disco song and if they wanted to do it, they 
did it, because they enjoyed playing it, and 
that’s how it should be. Even when we were 
coming up with songs for this record, I tried 
to keep in mind, if like, “are people going to 
like it,” you just have to say well, if we like 
playing it, if it’s fun, then you should just 
play it, because that’s how you started to 
come up with songs, in the first place. You 
didn’t worry if someone was going to like it. 
You just played it. So now maybe you think 
about itmore, if you want tobe serious about 
it. 

Matt: I didn’t think anyone would like the 
“Destroy Oh-Boy” record. 

Eric: I figured, for sure, it would be stacked 
in the back of Used Kids Records in Colum- 
bus and they’d be putting them out in the 
dollar bins, every couple of months. That’s 
what figured. And I would’ve been happy. 
But all of us, most of the bands, the common 
thing is that they usually aren’t afraid to play 
something they like. You may not like every 
solo Iggy Pop record or every Clashsong but 
I really honestly feel those bands did what 
they wanted to do. 

SV: Oh yeah. I mean, I was listening to the 
Clash box set, yesterday, and all the different 
styles... 

Eric: Those songs aren’t perfect. 

SV: They went a little off the wall with 
“Sandinista.” 

Eric: Whatever, if they want to do that. I 
don’t really like REM, anymore, but, sadly 
enough, [honestly believe they’re doing what 
they want to do. That's cool for them. They 
have more than enough audience to worry 
about them. I don’tenjoy them anymore, but 
if that’s what they want to do, Irespect them. 
But then with the Replacements, when “Don’t 
Tell A Soul” came out, I honestly thought 
they were trying to get a hit. 

SV: Yeah. 

Eric: Because, the next album, I thought the 
songs were a little better and the production 
actually might have been cheesy, but then, 
who cares? As long as bands are doing what 
they want to do, kids shouldn’t have such a 
definite idea. about what they like. ‘Cause 
half those kids that are into hardcore and 
make sure they buy the right pants and 
everything—two years later, they're doing 
acid and listening to the Grateful Dead. They 
should just enjoy what they enjoy. 

Matt: And not try to be so tough. The last 


thing the world needs is more tough people. 
SV: The element that’s missing from punk 
rock and hardcore a lot of times is fun. Hav- 
ing a good fucking time. 

Matt: Yeah. If you really want to be revolu- 
tionary and cause waves in this society, it’s 
not by being some hard-ass, who’s a vegan 
and all this kind of shit. When you're having 
fun, if people see you having fun and they 
don’t want you to have fun, then that’s like 
fucking the society, right there. To have fun 
and havea good time and be carefree and not 
be serious is a form of revolution and it’s the 
most powerful form of revolution. 

SV: Yeah. I always thought punk rock was 
about anti-authoritarianism and this 
hardcore thing... 

Matt: ...is falling into authoritarian rules. 
SV: Exactly. It’s rules. It’s rigid, it’s struc- 
tured. 

Matt: You have to have a tribal tattoo. Like 
that kind of bullshit. If you want to get a 
tattoo, get a tattoo, but don’t take yourself so 
seriously, or you're just going to end up like 
your fucking dad. 

Eric: And youcan be serious and you should 
be aware of things. There’s a difference be- 
tween being aware and making sure you're 
not dicking yourself or other people over 
and beingjusta fucking germanic geek who's 
following every command. 

Matt: Yeah, that’s a perfect word. 

Eric: We’all grew up in and around Cleve- 
land in the mid-80s and there were a lot of 
bands that played different sorts of things. 
SV: Death Of Samantha. 

Eric: Death Of Samantha sounded like a mix 
between Roxy Music and the Stooges. Who 
cares that neither of those bands were being 
cited at the time. Then you had the Mice, 
who were a little bit Jam, a little bit Beatles, 
whatever. When the Beatles came over, when 
people think how serious the Beatles were, 
musicians, learning how to use studios, blah- 
blah-blah—and I like the Beatles, I don’t love 
them—but when they came over, they were 
goofy, they were funny, silly, really fucked 
with interviewers. 

SV: Times were different. There was no rock 
press. They were dealing with the main- 
stream press. 

Eric: There wasn’t such an ideal of what 
popular music is supposed to be and what 
rock is supposed to be. They were able to 
play the blues thing, which they probably 
got flack for, being a white version of the 
blues, then they got flack for maybe wanting 
America and turning away from the English. 
They got all kinds of flack but, in the end, 
who cares. They enjoyed their lives. Most 
kids these days, kind of come and maybe 
they’ve got really bad family problems. I 
don’t know—maybe we're all lucky, maybe 
we're relatively well-adjusted and we cansit 
here and say this... 
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For those of you who wonder who Wayne 
Kramer is, he played guitar in a Detroit band 
known as the MC5. If you don’t know who the 
MC5 are, then I truly pity your lack of musical 
knowledge, but it’s not too late to acquaint your- 
self with the band’s ground-breaking sounds, since 
all three of their studio albums have been reissued 
and there are other varied and sundry MCS titles 
available, as well. But we'll get to that. 

In the era of peace and love, the MC5’s music 
was uncompromisingly loud, provocative, pro- 
gressive and confrontational. They were part of a 
collective known as Trans-Love Energies, origina- 
tors, along with John Sinclair, of the White Panther 
Party, whose platform included “total assault on 
the culture by any means necessary, including 
rock ‘n roll, dope and fucking in the streets.” 
Musically, they put together elements of R&B, free 
jazzand high-energy rock ‘n roll that, cliché ornot, 
paved the way for the punk rock explosion 8-10 
years later. The Five fell apart in the early 70s (and 
vocalist Rob Tyner and guitarist Fred “Sonic” 
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Smith have died in the last few years), Kramer did 
a prison stint for drug dealing, then teamed up 
with ex-New York Dolls /Heartbreakers’ guitarist 
Johnny Thunders for the short-lived Gang War. 
He’s been involved with various musical endeav- 
ors, since, including projects with rock journalist / 
one time Deviants singer Mick Farren—a stage 
play, a project called Death Tongue and Farren 
also co-wrote songs on Kramer’s new album, “The 
Hard Stuff.” Oh, yeah—the new album, out on 
Epitaph, and featuring Wayne with an assortment 
of LA punk people (members of Rancid, Bad Reli- 
gion, Pennywise, Clawhammer) as well as the 
Melvins and even the son of legendary Motown 
bassist James Jamerson. 

So, being a longtime, unabashed MCS fan, it 
was, indeed, a thrill to interview someone respon- 
sible for making some of the truly inspirational 
music in my life... 


SV: I guess this is a two-part question. You were 
involved with the White Panthers. Did you ever 


feel manipulated, at all and, also, that sort of tiesin 
with the fact that there was a strong social agenda, 
it was a tumultuous time. What went wrong be- 
tween the 60s and the 90s? Things seem to be 
worse now than they were then. 

Wayne: Well, to answer the second part first, yeah, 
you're right. The apathy is very discouraging. It’s 
funny because nobody has any clear idea of how 
they want anything to be any different and no one 
has any idea of being involved in anything. In my 
generation, the thing was the Vietnam War and it 
was a life and death issue. So we got polarized 
pretty quick, we got organized. But 
today...apathy’s kind of a strange thing. It’s just 
kind of nebulous, you know, it’s like, ‘our problem 
is we’re not sure what our problem is.’ 

SV: don’t know if it’s so much apathy, these days, 
as things have become really ugly. t 
Wayne: Well, in the face of apathy, the right wing 
has moved into power. The Newts and the Dick 
Armeys of the world, these are scary people. These 
are dangerous people. 20 years ago, we weren’t 
too sure we were going to last another 20 years. 
We figured if we did, we'd get all this bullshit out 
of the way and go on to a beautiful, creative 
existence. Well, now it’s 20 years later and 
everything’s all fucked up (laughs). 

SV: There’s been so much revisionism towards 
what minute social progress we did make in the 
60s. 

Wayne: The good news about what came out of 
the 60s was the revolution of ideas and if my band 
represented anything in what we tried to do, it 
was that there are possibilities and possibilities 
that you can reinvent yourself, that you can take 
charge of your own destiny, that you could start 
your own magazine or that there could bea record 
company like Epitaph, run by a band guy. In that 
sense, we’re ahead of the game. As to whether we 
were manipulated by the White Panthers...the 
White Panthers were the MC5, the MC5 were the 
White Panthers. All those ideas came out of the 
band and John Sinclair, gathered sitting around a 
table, smoking a lot of pot and it all came out of 
jazz riffs. John Sinclair and Rob Tyner are two of 
the smartest, funniest guys that ever existed on 
this planet. So the ideas would just get rolling, one 
idea leading into the next and roll another joint, so 
there was never a question of the MC5 being used 
by the White Panthers. But there was a split, later 
on, where the more Marxist-leaning, not in the 
band, but people separate from the band, really 
got kind of dogmatic and we said this was not 
what we were talking about and, ultimately, the 
whole business about being armed was, in retro- 
spect, a tactical error. When you start using those 
images, you can’t predict the outcome and for the 
MGS, it got us banned from the music business 
and for the Black Panthers, it got them death 
squads. The part about the revolution, about de- 
stroying the governmentand changing the world— 
well, destroying the government, that part didn’t 
work out, but the changing the world part, the 
world seems to be doing fine, little by little, here 
and there. 

SV: I guess I’ve been kind of pessimistic since the 
election, with what seems to such a hard swing to 
the right, again. 

Wayne: Well, probably the good news is that the 
American political system never swings more than 
five degrees one direction or the other. I think the 
framers, in kind of their unknowing wisdom, had 
built in enough control like that. Which cannot be 
enough, as far as I’m concerned. I'd like to see a 
little harsher swing to the left of left of left, but then 





I’mananarchist. I always have been and that’s just 
the way I think about things (laughs). 

SV: When they reissued your albums on CD, a few 
years back, I thought “Back In The USA” was 
pretty badly remastered. Any thoughts on that? 
Wayne: It was remastered accurately, it just was 
poorly-recorded. It was at a very confused time for 
the MC5 and it was at a time when some of the 
music business types tried to clean up the MC5 
and make us fit into the star machine that existed 
at the time and it, of course, didn’t work. We were 


reduction. The government should be doing some- 
thing to prevent it, to treat it, more of a treatment 
approach, whereas this country’s mood is to take 
more of a punitive approach. 

Wayne: Yeah, absolutely. Draconian is a good 
way to put it because they’re appealing to white, 
middle-class America’s worst fears. That all the 
deviants and all the black folk are going to come 
running through their streets to steal their color 
TV’s. So they convince everyone that we need 
more jails, more cops, more helicopters, more 


crack and nobody in his family’s got any money 
and no futureand you’re going to tell him “just say 
no”? He’s going to say fuck you. 

SV: And the Republicans don’t want to raise the 
minimum wage. In fact, Dick Armey wants to do 
away with it, period. It’s totally crazy. 

Ellen: I used to work with ex-convicts, teaching 
them reading, and I went through the newspaper, 
once, to try to find one of the guys a job and he 
couldn’t read. The only thing I could find for him 
was a janitor’s job. 





"The MC5 never really fit in to the prevailing musical climate of its day. We were kind of throwing 
a stink bomb in their graduation ceremony.” 


young and we were smarting from a lot of the 
criticism we got and we wanted to do well and we 
wanted to prove to everyone that we were a great 
rock band. 

SV: Why did you decide to make your first album 
a live album? 

Wayne: Because we thought it captured what we 
were trying to do the best. Again, with the benefit 
of hindsight and knowing a little bit more about 
how the record industry operates, I think they 
encouraged us in that thought, because it was 
cheap. They could make an album for under 
$10,000. 

SV: How come you never put “Black To Comm” 
on any of your studio albums? 

Wayne: First, people in the record business didn’t 
want to hear about it. This was way too stretched- 
out for them. They wanted pop songs and singles 
and here’s... 

SV: Two-chord minimalism. 

Wayne: Yeah, 20 plus minutes of avant skittering 
and gronk and railing and raging away in Arabic. 
SV: But, hey, that was the era of the side-long 
track. 

Wayne: Yeah, but all those tracks were a bore. The 
MCS never really fit in to the prevailing musical 
climate of its day. We were kind of throwing a 
stink bomb in their graduation ceremony. Outside 
of our solid fan base in the midwest and what we 
started to develop a little bit here in Boston and 
New York...the west coast, the hippie bands and 
all that, they couldn’t stand it. We came out mov- 
ing like James Brown insequinjackets and Marshall 
amplifiers and Sun Ra and “kick out the jams, 
motherfuckers” and the music business was try- 
ing to sell sunshine and beads, three days of peace, 
love and music, which didn’t really fit in to our 
Detroit, blue-collar approach to things. 

SV: It was probably more of a class difference than 
anything. 

Wayne: Yeah, yeah, absolutely. 

SV: After the MC5, you were a victim of the 
country’s drug laws. And that sort of enforcement 
is still going on and seems to be becoming even 
more draconian. How do you feel about the level 
of drug enforcement in the country, right now? 
Wayne: If it wasn’t so tragic, it would be funny. 
But it’s not funny. There are over a million people 
in prison, in America, and 80% of them are there 
for drug-related offenses and they’re managing to 
create a giant underclass of disenfranchised people 
that are all going to come back to the streets, 
sooner or later and really going to be pissed off. 
We just came back from Europe and the whole 
European approach is way-more civilized. The 
concept of harm reduction. You can’t legislate 
morality and this is what the knee-jerk, bible belt, 
Republican, white-bread approach is. 

SV: Absolutely. And the whole thing is, it’s a 
disease, it’s an affliction and, like you said, harm 


police radios, more surveillance equipment, longer 
jail terms and they’re really creating a tremendous 
Frankenstein that will come back and... 

SV: It’s a growth industry, too. 

Wayne: In California, prison-building is the big- 
gest industry in the state. It’s really fucked-up. If 
I had done what I did in the 70s today, I’d have 
gotten life for that. The main thing is it doesn’t 
work. None of it works. They’ve got more people 
using drugs, fucking up, now, than there were in 
the 70s or the 80s. It just grows exponentially 
because it’s all in their own interest. Police and 
drug dealers are all in the same business. They get 
slightly different perspectives, butit’sallthesame. 
SV: I just read an article that accused the cops in 
Orange County, CA of manufacturing crack as 
part of a sting operation. 

Wayne: I wouldn’t be surprised. You've got guys 
that have a real hard job, being offered unbeliev- 
able amounts of money, tax-free. I mean, this is the 
thing about taking it out of the hands of the police 
and putting it in the hands of doctors. You've got 
your average, all-American kid, inner-city kid— 
he’s got his choice. He can think about his educa- 
tion and work ata minimum-wage job or stand on 
the corner and make $300, $400 a night selling 


Wayne: It’s a real bad situation and it will only get 
worse. 
SV: After you got out of jail, you played with 
Thunders in Gang War. What was it like being in 
a band with Johnny Thunders? 

Wayne: We snatched defeat from the jaws of vic- 
tory. I thought it had great potential to be a classic 
rock ‘n roll band, but Johnny’s behavior undid all 
that. You.could never get anything going when 
you've got a prior responsibility and he was a 
victim of that rock ‘n roll myth of live fast, die 
young, party hearty, I’m awake so I want to be 
high thing. 

SV: So what did you do between then and now? 
Wayne: I lived in New York for almost ten years. 
I produced bands on the lower east side, kind of 
neighborhood, anarchist rock ‘n roll bands, and 
me and Mick Farren wrote a musical that ran fora 
couple of years in New York, “The Last Words Of 
Dutch Schultz.” I do the odd recording session. I 
don’t do Parkay Butter commercials (laughs), but 
if people want the kind of approach to guitar that 
Ihave, I’m happy to work for them. In the late 80s, 
I took a break, moved down to Key West, fell in 
love and met my wife down there and kind of took 
a break from the world of big cities and all that for 
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awhile. I worked down there playing island music 
for the tourists. It was OK, but it wasn’t what I do 
or what I’m all about, so it was time to go back to 
work. My wife wanted to go to graduate school, so 
we moved to Nashville as kind of a compromise 
move, but that’s bible-belt, good ‘ol boy central. 
None of which has anything to do with me, so as 
soon as she finished school, it was time to move to 
LAand ifthemountain won't cometo Mohammed, 
then Wayne had to move to LA. That’s where all 
the work is, for my job skills. 

SV: So, most of the musicians on your new album 
are a lot younger than you. What was it like 
working with them? Any generation gap at all? 
Wayne: Never. It’s funny, because we all learned 
by listening to the MC5. I just had a more direct 
route. These cats are all monster players. They 
understand the idea of high energy music, 
uptempo, pushing the outside of the sonic enve- 
lope, a little bit. That’s part of the punk ethic, the 
sound. It kind of grew band by band, city by city, 
neighborhood by neighborhood. So we’ reall play- 
ing the same music and these cats are all 
knowledgable, too. If I said we were going to 
something more free and it was going to dissolve 
and go into a more textural thing, they all under- 
stood what I was talking about. It wasn’t always 
like that. There was times in the 80s when I tried to 
work with musicians and they'd say ‘well, you 
can’t play without the beat, you can’t play out ofa 
key, what do you mean no key?’ So, it was all the 
way cool. This is a real strong scene in LA, right 
now, with all the Epitaph bands and there is just a 
real kind of healthy competition about it. Every- 
body goes to everybody else’s gigs and listens to 
each other’s records and are always trying to make 
their record a little sharper, a little harder, a little 
stronger. 

SV: And, all of asudden it’s become commercially 
viable (for the good and bad that brings!-AL) You 
wonder what took so long... 

Wayne: You had the music business in the way. 
They’ve never been good for figuring out much of 
anything, as I can figure. They really don’t give a 
shit about bands and musicians and artists. All 
they care about it profit. 


Ellen: Now you hear all these mainstream people 


talking about the Offspring. 

Wayne: Well, that’s good, though. I look at it as 
we're not selling out, they’re buying in. All those 
bands have a sense of ethics about them. That's 
why the Offspring wouldn’t leave Epitaph or 
Rancid. The guys in Rancid are friends of mine, 
they worked with me on my record and we talked 
aboutit and I said, look, my experience with major 
labels is they don’t givea shit about the band. They 
like you if you’re selling records and if you're not 
selling records, you’re out the window. They could 
care less. And you want to make records again 
next year and the year after that, Epitaph’s going 
to be there. It’s really a revolutionary record com- 
pany. It shows that you can do everything right, 
you can do everything smart and everyone can 
make money. 

SV: They refuse to be bought out, they’re com- 
pletely independent. 

Wayne: You don’t have to rip somebody off, you 
don’t have to abuse people, you just do what’s 
smart, you just do what's right. 

SV: Were all these recent reissues on Alive like 
“Power Trip” authorized? 

Wayne: Yeah, and John Sinclair the recipient of 
any profits that come out of it. John never made a 
dime off the MC5 and he was never in it for 
anything but the music. They’re his tapes and his 


property and I’m happy to see him make some- 
thing out of the deal and he’s doing a good job. The 
liner notes and all that have a good feel for what it 
was like. The best news, to me, is that people get to 
see how stretched out the MC5 really was. It was 
really experimental. Sonic Youth didn’t just in- 
vent this stuff. 

SV: You geta different picture than with the studio 
records. I mean, with “High Time,” you gota little 
more experimental. 

Wayne: It pointed the direction of the future, had 
there been a future for the MCS. 

SV: How did you fall apart, eventually? 

Wayne: There were two major elements. One was 
pressure from the police. When we said we were 
going to corrupt the youth of America by any 
means necessary, including this powerful tool, 
rock ‘n roll music, the people in power took it 
seriously. Spiro Agnew and J. Edgar Hoover and 
G. Gordon Liddy and Nixon, they took us seri- 


ously. So they used everything they had against 
us. Which meant being arrested, being hassled by 
the police. We had to fight with them in court all 
the time. This is beyond being ina rock band, this 
is a different thing and, ultimately, they jailed 
John Sinclair for 91/2 to 10 years for two joints but 
what it really was is there was a message that 
‘we're going to have to do something to you, 
you're too bold. We can’t have his rock band going 
around and saying the things you're saying and 
doing the things you’re doing’ and they effec- 
tively broke the back of the MC5. Then, without 
John, when we didn’t fit into the star-making 
machine, then they don’t have time. The MC5 was 
too hard to handle and too much bother. They had 
plenty of other good little soldiers that were ready 
to step into the limelight, that just wanted to play 


the blues or something. 


SV: Before Rob and Fred passed away, did you 
guys ever talk about getting back together? 
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STILL AVAILABLE: 
SMOKING POPES: Born to Quit (CD only) 
OBLIVION: Stop Thief! (LP & CD) 
The SMOKING POPES Get Fired (LP & CD) 
NO EMPATHY: They Want Whatever (LP & CD) 


CDs: $10 postpd U.S./$12 ppd. Canada/World 
LPs: $7 ppd. U.S./$9 ppd. Canada/World 
*7" Box Set: $8 ppd. U.S./$10 ppd. Canada/World 
Double 7": $5.50 ppd. U.S./$6.50 ppd. Canada/World 
7"s: $3.50 ppd. U.S./$5 ppd. Canada/World 


Apocalypse Hoboken DATERAPE NATION 
Anew double 7” of snotty, Chicago beer punk. 
8 brand new songs on their first release for Johann's Face. 


No Empathy 
YOU'RE SO SMART 
14 new songs of raging, 


melodic punk rock , NO EMPATHY 


freshly forged in Chicago. siae YOURE SO SMART 
CD or triple 7” Box Set* : : Coe 


Write for our FREE catalog! We now have 
SMOKING POPES, NO EMPATHY and OBLIVION T-Shirts! 


go-kart Records PO Box 20 Prince Street Station N 10012 
phone/fax: (212) 673-3380 email: gregross@panix.com 








MC5 SELECTED DISCOGRAPHY 


KICK OUT THE JAMS (Elektra, 1969) 

The MC5’s first album was a live 
effort, infamous for the bold exclama- 
tion of “Kick out the jams, 
motherfuckers,” that caused the album 
to be banned from some shops and re- 
sulted in the “offending” words being 
substitued with “brothers and sisters” 
on subsequent pressings. It also led toa 
feud between band and label and the 
band being dropped after one album. 
The CD reissue restores the original ar- 
tistic statement, you'll be pleased to 
know, and the performances are incen- 
diary—from the falsetto call and re- 
sponse of “Ramblin’ Rose” to the savage 
explosiveness of the title track and 
“Come Together to the trippy improv of 
Sun Ra’s “Starship” and interspersed 
with lots of revolutionary rhetoric from 
‘Brother J.C. Crawford. Great linernotes, 
as well. 


BACK IN THE USA (Atlantic, 1970) 

As close to pop as they ever got, but 
not exactly top 40 fodder. Featuring 
stripped-down (some might argue thin) 
production and with short, snappy 
would-be anthems. The album is 
bookended by homages to the fathers of 
rock ‘n roll—Little Richard’s “Tutti- 
Frutti” and Chuck Berry’s “Back In The 
USA,” which is quite ironic, considering 
the tumultuous times and the Five’s, uh, 
trouble with the powers that be through- 
out their career. Explosive rock in the 
form of “Looking At You,” “Call Me 
Animal,” Sonic Smith’s vocal debut for 
the poppier “Shakin’ Street” and the 
polemical” American Ruse.” Raw,rough 
and up-front in intent. 


HIGH TIME (Atlantic, 1971) 
The Five’s successful fusion of down 
‘n dirty rock and their jazzier impulses. 


Wayne: Not really. The subject came up a couple 
of times, but I always thought it was a cheap idea. 
[really don’t like it when bands do something and 
they accomplish something and they break up 
and get back together just for the money. What 
does that tell you, outside of the fact that they need 
money? Lalways felt like it was a great legend. Just 
leave it. (laughs). Don’t ruin it. 

SV: Do you think there’s any parallel between the 
grass-roots sort of thing that went on in the 60s 
with what’s going on today? 

Wayne: In terms of the musicians’ lifestyle, yeah, 
there’s a parallel. But I think the new breed, now, 
have the benefit of having seen everything all the 
rest of us have been through. So they should know 
the deal on heroin, they should know that being 
falling-down-drunk doesn’t make you play bet- 
ter, it doesn’t make you sexy, it doesn’t make you 
smarter. I asked Rollins that one time—I said, 
‘hey, how did you guys avoid the whole getting- 
high thing?’ and he said, ‘man, we saw what 
happened to your crew! (laughter) So we'd rather 
go skateboard or go heara band or something. We 
see friends of ours that drink a 40 or smoke a blunt 
and they can’t do anything. They just sit there and 
be fucked-up.’ So, for my generation, it was a 
matter of the government lying about reefer, about 
the war, so we had to find out for ourselves. I had 
to find out for myself, so lhad to go through all the 
shit went through. So, maybe, there’s anew crew 
out there that will pay attention. I don’t beleive 
that I can actually influence anyone’s behavior, 
but if I can dispel the mythology, then I'll be 
content. 


“Sister Anne” rocks with boogie-based, 
R&B-fueled abandon, adding a Salva- 
tion Army band coda at the end and 
“Skunk” merges horns witha relentless, 
groove ‘n grind arrangement. “Gotta 
Keep Movin” and “Future” are raucous 
and soulful. Their most-accomplished 
work. 


BABES IN ARMS (ROIR, 1983) 

A compendium of alternate takes, 
early singles and other rarities. A decent 
de-facto overview. Originally a cassette- 
only release and now available on CD. 
Includes the original single version of 
“Looking At You” and their cover of 
Them’s “I Can Only Give You Every- 
thing.” 


DO IT (Revenge, 1987) 

Live ’71 radio recording, not the 
best sound quality and not the best per- 
formance. The band were nearing the 
end of the line and only sound occasion- 
ally-inspired. 


POWER TRIP (Alive, 1994) 

Another odds & ends compendium, 
the first ina series of vintage MC5 mate- 
rial to be unearthed. (see review section 
for more complete description) 





Lots of shortinterviews in this issue...this 
Queers chat-session, done in their van, dur- 
ing a rainstorm, not under the best 
circumstances...but I think the Queers. rule 
and you get the idea of what they’re about, 
even with the brevity. The band started back 
in the early 80s and has undergone periods of 
inactivity and multiple lineup changes, over 
the years, with guitarist/vocalist Joe King 
being the main constant. With a shitload of 
7" releases and the albums “Grow Up” (origi- 
nally released on Shakin’ Street in France 
and reissued on Lookout), “Love Songs For 
The Retarded,” “Beat Off,” a live 12" pic- 
ture disc, an album covering the Ramones' 
"Rocket To Russia" in its entrety and a new 
one due on Lookout, by the time you read 
this, the Queers have always stuck to a basic 





loud/fast/fun sound. A self-admitted lover 
of the Beach Boys and Ramones, Joe pays 
homage to his heroes, with catchy composi- 
tions and a wise-assed outlook. At the time, 
the band’s lineup was Joe and longtime 
bassist B-Face, joined by Screeching 
Weasel’s Danny Vapid (guitar) and Dan 
Panic (drums) On their new “Surf Goddess” 
EP, Vapid remains and drummer Hugh is 
back. More recently, Vapid has departed and 
the Queers are once again a trio... 


SV: It’s funny, you guys have been around 
the better part of 12 years and, just in the last 
few years, you’ ve only started to see any sort 
of large-scale popularity. 

Joe: We had those 7"’s out and, around ’86, 
°87, we hooked up with Bobby (Gaudreau) 


and Kevin and started banging around town, , 
diddling around. We played with the 
Ramones, back then, but never got out of 
town. Never had the label and then I hooked | 
up with Weasel, because I liked their songs 
and he got us on Lookout and that label has 
a lot of clout. Not that they act like it, but it 
gets around. It surprised me...I didn’t know 
that label was so powerful. Epitaph, they 
talked to Matt and Lint (from Rancid) to try 
and get us and Matt and Lint said stay with 
Lookout. So we’re getting our name out 
there. 

SV: A lot of your lyrics are based on sort of 
the whole “T hate everything/fuck the world” 
routine. Where does this come from? 

Joe: A lot of it’s tongue in cheek. I think it 
speaks for a lot of people, but I don’t think 
like that, write a song that everybody’s go- 
ing to flip out and start acult. A lot of it’s just 
the ability to laugh at yourself and shit like 
that. 

SV: People in the punk rock and hardcore 
scenes don’t always seem to have a sense of 
humor. Do you think that’s true? 

Joe: Oh, yeah. The shit we get for “Ursula 
Finally Has Tits.” Lookout are putting a 
little disclaimer next to that song “Gay Boy,” 
from the “Grow Up” album. They’re afraid 
it might upset some fifteen year old kid 
who’s going to come out of the closet. I 
wouldn’t put it, quite frankly. Whatever, 
happened to those bands like the Samoans 
that didn’t give a shit, that pissed people off. 
SV: The Meatmen... 

Joe: The Meatmen. “Crippled Children 
Suck.” So, we have that tune, “Gay Boy,” 
and they’re like, you’re making a mistake 
putting it on, because if you put on a dis- 
claimer next to “Gay Boy,” it’s practically 
admitting that we were racist or homophobic 
or something. The lyrics aren’t even that 
bad, anyway, so I thought it was pretty 
stupid. It’s just a dumb tune. 

SV: Have some people misinterpreted what 
you’re saying, or don’t get the joke? 

Joe: Yeah. Nobody really gives a shit. Like 
Larry was worried about “Gay Boy.” You 
get shit—fuck it, we don’t listen to them. 
SV: How did you get into punk rock, living 
in New Hampshire? 

Joe: I used to like the Velvet Underground 
and Iggy Pop and the Stooges and Dolls, so 
it was a natural progression to listen to the 
Ramones. Vapid, help me out with some of 
these questions... 

SV: Alright, I'll ask you what I asked Joe. Is 
it true that people don’t have a sense of 
humor in the punk rock scene, anymore? 
Vapid: I think most people do not have a 


sense of humor, in general. It applies to the punk scene, too. I’Il quote 
George Carlin. George Carlin once said you can joke about any- 
thing, but it matters the extent of the joke, and I believe that and 
support that. 

Panic: A lot of people have forgotten that punk rock is supposed to 
be fun, an it’s a shame. It’s fun music. 

Joe: Yeah, it’s like, all of a sudden, for chrissakes, what is this, 
fuckin’ seventh grade science, here, or math? You can’t analyze this 
shit, it’s just have fun. The people who complain about any of this 
shit, they’re like the kids who put out these cheap little fanzines— 
not all of them—but they just want to call you on shit. But, the 
Screeching Weasel tour we went on, you have way more political 
kids. We don’t have any. They know we’ re out to have a good time 
and just laugh at ourselves. 

Vapid: I think that Ben has a tendency to discuss politics a lot more 
than you do, I think, within songs or his column, mainly in his 
column. 

SV: He seems to take a contrarian viewpoint, just to piss people off, 
and that’s great. 

Joe: He just plays the devil’s advocate. 

SV: It’s like, you know what side he’s on, but a lot of people take it 
the wrong way. 

Joe: A lot of times, Ben will do it just to get people going and they 
don’t even realize it. A lot of these people just take shit way too 
seriously. We laugh about it. Who gives a fuck. I don’t care what 
they think about “Gay Boy” or whatever. It wasn’t meant to hurt 
anybody. 

SV: This is a weird question but I wasn’t feeling too imaginative, this 
morning, on four hours of sleep, so...your records occupy a place in 
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my collection next to my Queen records. Any connection? 

Joe: (laughs) No, I don’t think so. 

Vapid: I hope not... 

Joe: I know I sing like a lot Freddie Mercury. 

Vapid: Can you do his poses? If there’s any similarities, King, it’s 
about time you hang it up! 

Joe: Right on, Brother Vapid... 
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GODeAND 


God & Texas have undergone an evolution, 
of sorts, over the years. Starting in Columbus, OH 
and now based in Chicago, the band started as an 
over-the-top, speed/pop/punk trio, sticking to that 
formula for their first two albums (“Industry 
Standard,” “History, Volume One,” both avail- 
able on one CD on Rave) and then slowing things 
down and adding a more structured, repetitive 
format for “Criminal Element.” With “Double 
Shot,” there’s the addition of a sax player and a 
move towards a darker, bad detective movie type 
of sound. God & Texas consist of John Humphrey 
(guitar/vocals), Mick Brennan (drums), Matt 
Fields (bass) and Steve Golub (sax). Lack of tour 
support had forced them off the road, so I inter- 
viewed John, awhile back, over the phone... 


SV: It seems like there’s an evolution with each 
album, from the thrash/pop of your earlier stuff to 
a slowed-down effect for “Criminal Element” 
and now you’ ve added a sax player. What made 
you decide to do that? 

John: Steve’s always been a good friend of ours, 
going on the road with us fora long time andin my 
quest to always do something different for us, we 
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were talking about getting another guitar player, 
but we had played with other people before and it 
really didn’t work out. So [had Steve play along 
with some of our songs and it sounded cool, so we 
went with it. 

SV: When you play live, is he playing the whole 
set with you or just certain songs. 

John: We usually stick a block of old material at 
the beginning or in the middle and he plays the 
rest of the time, so it’s probably 60 or 70% of the 
set. 

SV: I know you’re from Jersey, originally, and 
you were based in Columbus. How’d you end up 
in Columbus and what made you decide to move 
to Chicago? 

John: I was going to college...all of us were. I was 
in grad school and I had dropped out and we 
moved to Columbus, just because playing in 
Athens was getting to be kind of a drag, at that 
point, because there was nothing going on there 
and, at that point, Columbus was kind of happen- 
ing, or at least, at the time, we thought it was. So 
we went up there for awhile and then I moved 
back to Athens, because I ended up working at a 
bar, booking shows and the music scene in Ath- 
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ens really started to pick up. That was great for a 
couple of years, but then that became the big fish 
in asmall pond syndrome and all my friends from 
Ohio had moved to Chicago, so we’d be coming 
up here to play, hang out, we’d record all our 
records here. So we wanted to go to a major 
market and this was the place to go. 

SV: On the new album, there’s a song called 
“Code Name: Soul Albino.” Any reference to our 
friend with the glasses from Chicago? 

John: Absolutely none. A couple of people have 
mentioned that to me and that has nothing to do 
with Steve. That’s just our little take on our 
version of soul music. 

SV: I’ve talked to different bands from Chicago 
and people always seem to be dissing each other, 
there. Is that still going on? 

John: I don’t, personally, maybe because I don’t 
give a shit what anybody else does. I’m just into 
my own thing. I guess...there’s a lot of clubs and 
I guess it can be hard to get a gig if you really don’t 
know what you’re doing or if your band isn’t 
really that successful. But I guess there’s a lot of 
backbiting among some people, but I really don’t 
pay that much attention to it and.none of my 


friends. a lot-of whom are in bigger bands, it 
doesn't seem to be the case. 

SV: As an outsider. what I notice is that bands 
seem to come from nowhere and get hyped aw- 
fully quickly. One example I can thing of. re- 
cently, is Veruca Salt. 

John: Oh, my god...I’m probably going to get 
reamed for this if you print it, but I really don’t 
give a shit. the whole thing with the women in the 
music scene thing is so overblown that if you're 
a woman in a band and if you're competent—if 
you're a complete idiot. nobody’s going to pay 
attention, regardless... 

SV: That’s debatable. but go on... 

John: If you're competent, in the least, people 
want it. it’s indemand, and if you're there and get 
a big publicity campaign behind you, you can 
make it huge. Veruca Salt’s a good band, they’ ve 
got some good songs and they’ ve got people who 
know whatthey re doing working forthem. That’s 
what it takes. 

SV: Liz Phair’s from there too. 

John: Yeah, I actually know Liz really well. 
That's the whole...besides her being a talented 
songwriter, that is the quintessential example of 
knowing how to work the music industry to your 
fullest benefit. Matador Records and the people 
working for her know what they’re doing and 
once one person, one magazine or the press 
latches onto something they think is cool, every- 


SV: There's obviously a big change between 
your second album and “Criminal Element.” What 
inspired that? 

John: The thing is that we got a different bass 


player after the second record. We got along} 


better. we worked together much better and we 
were able to do different kinds of things much 
better and I wanted to do just really simple, heavy 
stuff and that’s what we did at the time and that’s 
just the way that it worked and when that got 
boring, we moved onto something else and that’s 
what we’re doing now. 

SV: How are things with Restless? Are you 
satisfied with them? 

John: Absolutely not. They’re nice people, I think 
the A&R people really work hard, but something’s 
wrong. There’s a bad ingredient in the soup. 
somewhere because, financially, they can’t help 
us or don’t want to, don’t feel that they should 
help us the way we need to be, in order to be 
successful. They offer us minimal tour support, 
which is enough to get on the road...I can’t blame 
them, specifically, for the problems that are going 
on but they definitely contribute to it and I don’t 
think they can do a hell of a lot more than they’ re 
doing or if they can, they don’t really know how. 
They’re not the kind of label that tries to push 
their bands. They push them to the extent they 
need to, from a business standpoint. A perfect 
example, disregarding us, is they put out the 


'',..once one person, one magazine or the press latches onto something they 
think is cool, everybody wants a piece of it and it’s a steamrolling ball that 
never stops until...I mean, evidence Kurt Cobain, you blow your head off." 





body wants a piece of it and it’s a steamrolling 
ball that never stops until...I mean, evidence Kurt 
Cobain, you blow your head off. 

SV: That’s one way of dealing with it, I suppose. 
John: Right. That's the situation that gets created 
from a mass, an influx of media attention like 
that, when maybe some people don’t want it. 
SV: I always liked that song “1066.” What’s that 
about? 

John: I don’t really make a huge association with 
music and lyrics. “1066” was one of a bunch of 
songs I wrote in grad school, so I was just throw- 
ing a little historically-based title for the songs 
and, lyrically, they really didn’t have any sort of 
association with it, but I called it “1066” because 
I had that body tapestry I wanted to use for the 
single cover, which is the body tapestry of Will- 
iam The Conquerer, from the Battle of Hastings. 
So I wanted to use that and that’s just the associa- 
tion that came with that and I just threw a couple 
of lines in, that were kind of cryptic, with the rest 
of the lyrics. Whatever, no big deal. 

SV: What I could make out of them. You guys 
always bury the vocals pretty deeply, especially 
on the earlier stuff. Why? 

John: I don’t know. I just wanted it to be one 
lump, I didn’t want it to be somebody singing in 
front of a band. I wanted it to be as realistic as to 
the way we sounded and that was it. We grew out 
of that, but that’s the kind of thing we were into, 
at the time. 


Flaming Lips’ best record, by a mile, “Priest 
Driven Ambulance,” and why they were never 
huge when that record came out, I don’t know. I 
mean, now, it seems like they’re getting really 
popular, and they’ve been around for ten years. 
Sothat’s anotherexample. What’s going on there, 
I really don’t know, as far as business vs. the 
artists vs. getting what they want. 

SV: What it all comes down to, with these labels, 
is they’re in business to make money. 

John: Right. And I can understand the point 
where ‘we don’t want to dump x amount of 
money on this band when we don’t know if it’s 
going to be successful,’ but you never know that 
unless you try andI guess they’ re notin a position 
to take the kind of loss you have to take in order 
to try. They’ re not willing to take the risk in order, 
to be able to try. So, unfortunately, that’s our 


' situtation with them. It’s not the worst situtation 


and I appreciate the fact that they like us and want 
to put out our records but it’s not really doing us 
ahell of a lot of good towards making this a full- 
time commitment. 

SV: You mentioned you dropped out of grad 
school. What were you studying? 

John: History. 

SV: What made you decide to quit? 

John: I’d been going to school for six years, I was 
sick of it, I was working and playing in a band and 
trying to go to school and the school, at that point, 
was the thing I was least-interested in... 














TV SHOW COMP 
benefit for the kids 
at Riley’s Children 
| Hospital. Ip of 
| bands covering TV 
| show theme songs. 
| Features: Zoinks!, 
Braid, Hellbender, FY.P., Friction, 
Lynyrd’s Innards, The Yah Mos, The 
Larry Brrrds, Less Than Jake, Propa- 
gandhi, Cap ‘n Jazz, The Bowsers, 
Horace Pinker, Rail, Christie Front 
Drive, and Themack. Comes with a TV 
Guide booklet. (out this April?-- 
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ARABY 5/7” [- —_ — JERE 

2nd pressing avali- 
able soon, ” ost ee 
powerful post |: 
punk type stuff 


from N.. Califor- 
nia. (S3ppd/$35) 





TANNER BOYLE 
“Everywhere — I've 
Never Been” 7” 

From  indianapo- 
lis, Tanner Boyle 
| mix the sounds of 


a Fuel, Fifteen, Fu- 
gazi, and other bands that start with 


F. Upbeat, powerful and fun with 
gruffy vocals. ($3ppd/$5ppd world) 


COMING SOON: 

--The Problematics/Snottboy ‘77 
split 7” (split release with Assface 
Records-out by spring?) 

--Rail (from NY) 7” out before 
summer... HEY!!! Rail is going on 
tour (qieye 275 Ase jamie at: 
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to (7 é 123 tes in your town. 


te te te te te ee ie 
also avaliable! JAWBREAKER bootleg 7°; 
live at Gilman St. includes DOWN, YOU'RE 
ea ad WANT and FINE DAY. 
don't get ripped ot f. you can get them from 
me for ‘3ppd. write or call for distro prices. 
and be sure to check out STY ZINE *20, 
the More Than Music al issue, send tt 
for a zine, or they're free with any order - 
just ask, thanks...icki 
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P.O. Box 2192 Bloomington, IN 47402-2192 
(812)335-8439 mmurrman@ucs.indiana.edu 
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ARCWELDER 





This interview also appeared in Chairs Miss- 
ing ‘zine and was conducted by Scott Munroe. 
Arcwelder don’t get out and tour all that much, 
due to their employment situation, so getting te 
see them last year at the Middle East was a rare 
treat. Originally known as Tilt-A-Whirl, they had 
to change the name when some corporate mucky- 
muck threatened to sue—one album, “This,” was 
released under that name and is coupled with 
Arcwelder’s first album, “Jacket Made In Canada” 
on one CD (Big Money, Inc.). Since going to 
Touch & Go, two albums have burrowed their 
way into my permanent subconscious, “Pull” and 
“Xerxes.” Danceable, melodic compositions in- 
corporating thorny textures and drop-dead chill- 
ing hooks. Arcwelder is Rob Graber (bass, gui- 
tar), Scott McDonald (vocals, drums) and Bill 
Graber (vocals, guitars, bass)... 


SV: (to Rob and Bill) Who’s the older brother? 
Bill: It’s Rob, it’s obvious, isn’t it Scott? 

SV: Because he’s (Bill) got long hair and you 
(Rob) have short hair! (laughs) What’s the age 
difference? 

Rob: Six months. 

SV: Ha ha. 

Bill: Five years. 

SV: Do you have any other brothers or sisters? 

Bill: We have one sister between us, right in the 
middle. 

SV: Was there any sibling rivalry between you 
two? 
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Bill: No, actually not. Our dad was a musician— 
jazz and classical trumpet player and neither one 
ofus was really playing instruments until college. 
Rob started playing guitar then by the time T was 
a freshman in college, then I started playing 
guitar. 

SV: Were you interested in music as kids? 

Bill: Oh yeah. I started playing trumpet in fifth 
grade. 

Rob: We were always into music, I just never 
thought about playing it until I met Scott at the 
University of Minnesota and then it was probably 
the next summer after that first year I spent the 
whole summer playing guitar, four hours a day. 
Almost every day playing guitar. The next fall I 
went back, Scott asked me to be ina band that was 
completely awful and that kinda went on for three 
or four years in these really awful bands that 
nobody’s ever heard and never got out of the 
basement, really. And then, about that time, we 
decided Bill should be in band so I bought him a 
guitar and said, “Be in a band.” And that was 
Arcwelder. This was 1987. 

SV: When you first started, the original name of 
the band was Tilt-A-Whirl. How did you decide 
on that name? 

Rob: We didn’t like Toboggan as well! 

SV: It was a name out of the blue? 

Rob: Completely. We had a four page list of 
stupid names and that was the least offensive, 
except to the people who make Tilt-A-Whirls, 
who found it very offensive! 


SV: Talk about that name change. 

Rob: The first album hadn’t come-out yet but it 
was printed... 

Bill: It was all set to go. It was about to come out 
and the artwork said “Tilt-A-Whirl” and then we 
get this letter a month before it’s scheduled to 
come out that says “cease and desist,” change 
your name or whatever. We worked it out and put 
all these little stickers on the first record, “look for 
future releases under the name Arcwelder.” So 
we had to come up with this name Arcwelder 
within 14 days. 

SV: How did you arrive at that name? Was this a 
panic situation? 

Bill: Yeah. One of the songs on “This,” our first 
record, was called ““Arcwelder,” so we decided to 
change our name to Arcwelder. We were worried 
it sounded a little too heavy metal at the time, but 
I think it fits now. It’s a lot better name than Tilt- 
A-Whirl! 

Scott: We talked about “You’re Soaking In It,” 
because I always thought that was funny, because 
of that Palmolive commercial. 

SV: Well, you’ ve heard the problems the Boston 
band Seka had recently? They put out an album 
on Taang Records and never bothered telling the 
porno actress Seka that they were using her name. 
They got signed to Sire Records and then de- 
cided, “Well, maybe we should let her know that 
we’ re using her name, since we’ll be reaching a 
wider audience now.” When they finally did 
contact her, not only did she not like the fact they 
had the same name, she told them to change their 
name and threatened a ton of legal activity if they 
didn’t. So the band Seka is now known as Strip 
Mind (and they’ve since broken up—AL). 

Rob: (laughs) Wow! Anyway, after the first thou- 
sand, all the next ones were printed with 
Arcwelder. Actually, we just thought now, the 
best name to switch to is “Dildo World”! 

SV: Butthere’s aband called Armageddon Dildos. 
Rob: Well, see, right there! 

Bill: It’s kind of a mix between Arcwelder and 
Dildo World. Think about it. (thinks) I don’t 
know what that means. 

SV: “This” came out on which label? 

Rob: Big Money Inc. from Minneapolis. A very 
small label. 

Scott: It’s run by Chris Johnson, the lead singer of 
Rifle Sport. We gave tapes to Twin/Tone, at the 
time Twin/Tone was a really big label in Minne- 
apolis, and nobody wanted to touch it and Chris 
said “T’ll put it out.” 

SV: I’ve heard Rifle Sport has reunited. 

Bill: Yeah. They never really broke up, but they 
were never too active, lately. 

Rob: Flour has his thing going and the drummer, 
Todd Trainer, has Brick Layer Cake and is in 
Shellac. Chris has the Big Money label, so they’re 
all busy doing other stuff and Gerard, the guitar 
player, is playing in Brick Layer Cake, as well, 
but Rifle Sport plays every once in awhile in 
Minneapolis. 

Scott: But it’s been at least a year since they’ ve 
played, right? 

Bill: Yeah, maybe so. 





SV: Why was the first album called “This”? 
Rob: Why not? 

Bill: There’s a song there called “This” and it was 
just named after it. 

SV: Was there a tour to support that LP? 

Bill: Uh, an extensive tour of Minneapolis, | 
think! We just couldn’t get it together. 

Scott: I think we tried to get it together and it’s 
impossible to do it yourself—for us, it’s impos- 
sible. It’s just a complete pain in the ass. None of 
us had enough desire to do it. We had a guy from 
Big Money who was gonna try to do it and all the 
shows fell through except for one. 

Rob: We were all too busy in school and had jobs 
and couldn’t spend too much time really concen- 
trating on the band completely to the point where 
we need someone else to set up a tour for us when 
we can find the time to tour. Just trying to find 
time to tour and go play all these lame gigs in the 
middle of nowhere. We didn’t have time for it. 
Bill: It would have been a disaster. It would have 
been a complete disaster. Nobody would have 
ever heard of us in any town outside of Minne- 
apolis. We would have been lucky to get 50 
people at any show anywhere. But after the sec- 
ond album, we toured. 

SV: That album was called “Jacket Made In 
Canada.” 

Scott: That’s when Flour took us out on tour to the 
east coast and that was 1990. It was great. It was 
fun. The furthest south we went, actually, was 


“Cool.” 

Rob: We re-recorded “Pull” twice, on an 8-track, 
then ata 24-track studio and that’s what came out. 
SV: Can we look forward to “Arcwelder: The 
Basement Tapes” pretty soon then? 

Bill: Actually, you can. The demo version of the 
song “Truth,” the first song on “Pull,” is gonna 
come out on a compilation sometime. 

Rob: And the single that came out on Touch & 
Go, “Raleigh,” was off those demo tapes. “Ra- 
leigh” and “Walls and Rosa,” those were all off 
the demo. 

SV: So how is it being on Touch & Go? 

Bill: It’s great. We’re touring with two other 
Touch & Go bands. We’ ve toured with Tar and 
Jesus Lizard, Flour, Brick Layer Cake. It’s great. 
Rob: Fantastic label. They’ve given us great 
support. Their attitude is just perfect for us. No 
pressure to sell. They’ ve never missed deadlines 
or messed up on anything. Cory’s attitude about 
itis really right, I think. He’s got a good head for 
it. 

Scott: The first thing he wants is the music. He 
wants the music and everything after that is 
secondary so, even though we don’t tour all the 
time, we can still be on Touch & Go. 

SV: How come you don’t tour that much? 
Scott: You can answer that, boys! 

Rob: Uh, we think touring is an admission of 
giving into the system. 

Bill: We think it’s passé to tour! We figure that 


it sold a few copies, so it’s great. 

Rob: It probably sold three or four times what the 
first two albums sold together. 

Bill: “Jacket” sold about 4000 copies, so it was a 
decent jump for “Pull.” 

SV: Was there a tour to support the LP? 

Rob: Yeah, we toured with Tar and Jesus Lizard. 
Bill: We toured with Jesus Lizard to the east coast 
right when we put out the “Raleigh” single and 
before “Pull” came out and then toured with Tar 
through the south when “Pull” came out. 

SV: How did that go? 

Bill: It went really well. We had a blast. We got 
along really, really well with Tar. Texas was the 
best part of the tour. Austin was great! 

Rob: There were probably 450 people in Austin. 
The bar was packed. We had a great time! There 
are more beautiful women in Austin than in any 
other city I’ve been in in my life. Tar is a natural 
for Texas. 

SV: Yeah, they mean business. They don’t pussy 
around. 

Rob: Ahhhh, John Mohr’s a pussy! 

Bill: Buncha fuckin’ softies. Don’t buy it! 

SV: He went out and married the drummer from 
M.O.T.O. 

Rob and SV: Beck! 

Rob: She’s a loser, by the way! 

Bill: And she brews all that beer, too! 

SV: Damn, some people get around. 

Bill: And she’s the daughter of Jeff Beck. Not too 


"We think it’s passé to tour! We figure that those people who are gonna like it are just 
gonna like it, anyway. And only pussies tour, anyway."'--Bill Graber 


Richmond, VA. That made the big difference. 
Flour really helped us get signed to Touch & Go.. 
SV: “Jacket” and “This” were re-pressed to- 
gether on one CD? 

Bill: It was originally pressed as both of them. 
The second one had the first one on it. 

Rob: Yeah, the first one was a vinyl-only release 
until it got put on the CD. 

Bill: We were actually around long enough to 
have a release that was vinyl only. Think about 
that! 

SV: Why the title “Jacket Made In Canada”? 
Rob: You’ ve seen the Canadian content bug on 
the back of the record, right? We thought it would 
be really funny if we made that really huge 
“JACKET MADE IN CANADA”! And they 
won’t add it to the back and it’ll be an in-joke! 
Kind of a lame fucking title now! (laughs) 

SV: What would you have rather called the al- 
bum? 

Scott: “Hung Like Horses”? 

Rob and Bill: “Blow Me!” (laughs) 

Rob: That’s our next record, “Blow Me!” 

Scott: “Jacket Made In Mexico” (laughs) 

SV: How about “I Choked Kathleen Hanna”? 
Bill: Something about Smashing Pumpkins. 
SV: “I Choked Billy Corgan”? (laughter) How 
did Touch & Go take an interest in the band? 
Bill: Corey saw us play with Flour, liked it, we 
sent some demos down to Corey and he said, “I 
think this is great. I want to put it out” and we said 





those people who are gonna like it are just gonna 
like it, anyway. And only pussies tour, anyway. 
Rob: It’s too easy! It takes a lot of balls to stay 
home and so that’s what we do (laughter). We 
think that gives our music more meaning when 
they can’t see us. 

Bill: You listen to music, you don’t see music. 
SV: Sounds like Kraftwerk! 

Rob: I think we model ourselves intellectually 
and musically— 

Bill: You're one of the few people who have 
picked up on that influence. 

Scott: Ver farahn after Autobahn nicht! 

Rob: Ich sprechke Deutsche! 

Bill: (spouts something in German gibberish). 
That’s “You’re an asshole.” Seriously, it’s the 
full-time job thing. We all have day jobs that 
we’re trying to... 

SV: So the third LP “Pull” came out on Touch & 
Go. How do you think that turned out? 

Rob: Way better than we expected. Really well. 
Bill: Yeah, it did better than we thought it would. 
You have to understand we weren’t expecting it 
to do anything! So when it sold 12,000 copies 
worldwide, it was like, “Oh wow! Great!” 
Scott: Because we didn’t tour and it was basically 
one more band with the Touch & Go name that 
sold that many records. The only people who 
listened to it didn’t know the band but figured, 
“Oh, another band on Touch & Go. Let’s give it 
ashot.” And they played it and people heard it and 


many people know that! 

Rob: Yeah, Beck is the sister of the guy who does 
“Loser” who is the illegitimate son of Jeff Beck. 
SV: Why is the new album called “Xerxes”? 
Bill: It means “power over man.” 

Rob: Actually, if you spell it backwards, it says 
“Sex rex,” which means in Latin, “Sex is king.” 
SV: There’s that little collage of things inside the 
CD and one of them is that thing about the 
Smashing Pumpkins. (a note that said, “Please, 
due to a medical condition called ‘My ears need 
a rest,’ please refrain from making loud noise. 
Smashing Pumpkins tour mgr.” 

Rob: We’ re sitting in our dressing room and this 
tour manager came in— 

Bill: We’re being real quiet. 

Rob: It’s in Chicago and we’ re sitting there with 
the opening band, Cherry Rodriguez, who are 
friends of the Jesus Lizard, so they’re down there 
as well and we’ re sitting around talking and, all of 
a sudden, their tour manager comes into our little 
dressing room and tapes these on the wall and 
we’ re laughing, going “Are you kidding!?!” And 
he goes, “I know. They made me do this.” And 
then he walks out and they were way louder and 
there were 50 major-label soda-water drinkin’ 
people there with big keychains and backstage 
passes trying to look important and they were 
way louder. Some of the label guys were younger 
types and way brown-nosy. 

Bill: We thought it was really condescending. 


That really says they think they’re super-impor- 
tant or something. 

Scott: If you're gonna put that piece of paper 
there and leave it for us to take, we’re gonna use 
it. We were a little embarrassed later that thing 
was in there, “well, maybe we shouldn’t have 
done that.” But we just look back on that and said, 
“they didn’t need to do that. If we were gonna be 
loud, they could have come over and said, “Hey, 
guys. you wanna keep it down?” We weren’t 
being loud and they wanted to make sure they 
didn’t talk to us personally. They just put up this 
thing that said “Due to a medical condition called 
‘Our ears need a rest...’ Just blow me, y’know? 
(laughs) 

Bill: They were actually pretty nice to us. 

Scott: That’s the sad part. They were actually nice 
to us. Billy Corgan was actually nice to me. 
Bill: That’s the thing we were embarrassed about. 
They were surrounded by people who were really 
condescending and they gave us this gig warming 
them up for their album release in Chicago. This 
is a great show! We played in front of a lot of 
people and they okayed us being on the bill. So we 
felt a little embarrassed putting that in there but, 








at the same time, we felt, “aw, who gives a shit?” 
SV: How often do you get compared to Hiisker 
Dii in your songs? 

Rob: Never. This is the first time we’ ve ever— 
who’s that? 

Bill: We get compared to Hiisker Dii pretty often. 
Scott: It’s been about five minutes since the last 
time. Since I’m the guy whose voice they think 
sounds like Bob Mould and I’ m their drummer, I 
should just grow a handlebar mustache and be all 
three of them. 

SV: When people compare you to other bands, 
does that bum you out? 

Rob: We’re pretty close to going off one of these 
times. Someone mentions Hiisker Dii and we’re 
gonna snap. We' re just gonna pull out screwdriv- 
ers and start stabbin’ people. 

SV: OK, I'll watch it next time. (laughs) 

Bill: It’s understandable because whenever I see 
a band for the first time, I always do it, even 
though I hate it. I relate to them for what I’ve 
listened to in the past. But I hope people get past 
the Hiisker Dii thing. We hear it so often. 

Scott: I’m completely bloody sick of it. 

SV: What bands gave you the inspiration to pick 





up an instrument and be in a band? 

Rob, Bill and Scott: HUSKER DU!!! (laughs) 
Rob: The Who, Joy Division, Wire, Gang Of 
Four. 

Bill: Talking Heads, Joy Division, the early punk 
and post-punk stuff was the real impetus. The 
first punk I ever heard was Scott’s band! When 
Rob met Scott, and was “punk rock,” the bands I 
was into were Red Letter: Day, which you’ve 
never heard of. and Two Eye, which put out a 
record but you’ ve probably never heard of them, 
either. Red Letter Day was a little more of a Joy 
Division-y type of thing and Two Eye was sort of 
a free-jazz punk thing. 

SV: Do you think Minneapolis’ underground 
bands have a camraderie amongst them? 

Rob: I think there used to be. When it first started, 
it was this city in the middle of nowhere and no 
one’s paying attention and people were just play- 
ing music and, out of that “we’ re just doing it for 
ourselves” attitude, the whole slew of first-wave 
bands came: Hiisker Dii, Soul Asylum, Replace- 
ments. Then it got popular and there was a “scene” 
all of a sudden and a lot of bands sprang up 
because of that. I still think there’s a lot of good 
bands and a lot of camraderie. 

SV: Any total disaster shows you’ ve played? 
Bill: The first 20 shows we played we blew up 
amps and broke strings. 

Rob: Cut fingers...but that still happens once in 
awhile (laughs). There was that show in Madison, 
WI where Bill got all pissed and smashed his 
guitar up. 

Bill: Yeah. We had just played Chicago, the night 
before, with Jesus Lizard and we went up to 
Madison on Halloween Night and it was us and 
Jon Spencer Blues Explosion and the Jesus Liz- 
ard and we went on first and everybody from 
Touch & Go drove up to Madison from Chicago 
and John Loder from England came there to see 
us—some for the first time since we signed to 
Touch & Go. We went on first, we’ re way out of 
tune, we had a really terrible sound guy. A hor- 
rendous house sound guy. ft was a weird place 
with a cement stage and we’re so far out of tune, 
I was frustrated and mad. I took the guitar, picked 
it up and started playing again and, after the song 
was over, I looked over and the guitar was scrap- 
ing along and shredded an inch off the cement, so 
that was a horrendous show. I was really embar- 
rassed about that show. Then the Jesus Lizard 
played and the foundation from the place was 
going up and down about a foot. They were so 
intense. 

Rob: I think that might be the best Lizard show 
I’ve ever seen. And I’ve seen 15 or 20 Lizard 
shows and that was by far the worst we ever 
played with them. 

SV: What’s next for Arcwelder? 

Rob: We’re gonna go into fashion! 

SV: The “Arcwelder Line,” right? 

Bill: Exactly! Some compilations with some of 
our stuff in Germany and elsewhere, but nothing 
big. The next record will come out in a year. 
SV: Any final comments? 

Rob: Check out the rack on the blonde in the front 
row! 





TYPE O NEGATIVE 


After enduring a whole heap of shit from the 
arrogant, stuck-up morons at Axis, concerning 
my place on their almighty Guest List (non- 
existent) and their supreme lack of concern about 
whether | got this interview or not, you’d have 
thought my night was a blowout, despite an 
excellent performance by Type O Negative. But 
a last-ditch effort directed at one of the their crew 
got me the desired results. The interview was 
conducted with the ever-popular Peter Steele, in 
the cozy environs of their tour bus and, after 
hearing the music and Peter’s stage raps live, it 
completely dissolved the distasteful image my 
girlfriend had of them from reading earlier inter- 
views with him. Above all, thanks to Mr. Steele 
for his graciousness in the whole thing. NONE 
MORE NEGATIVE! Interview by Parris... 


SV: I’ve heard that you write all the lyrics and all 
the music for the band. How does the rest of the 
band contribute? Do you just bring something in 
to rehearsal and...? 

Josh: We wash his clothes! (laughter) 

Peter: I wish they did, then my problems would be 
solved. The band contributes by...when I bring 
the songs in to the band, they’re usually in some 
fetal form and, as we progress though the songs, 
the guys in the band start to do a variation or add 
their two cents in and stuff, and so long as it goes 
with the idea of the song, it’s cool, but if it starts 
going off on a tangent, then I have to put my foot 
dowan and say “No.” 

SV: Uh-uh, can’t do that. I noticed that “Bloody 
Kisses” is a lot more melodic than the first album. 
I remembér at the time of the first album, you 
were quoted as saying you were listening to the 
Psychedelic Furs, the Cure, Cult, stuff like that. 
Peter: Yes, which I still do. 

SV: Was there anything else you were interested 
in or were influenced by when you were making 
this record? 

Peter: Well, now I listen to bands like Red House 
Painters, Dead Can Dance, Curve, My Bloody 
Valentine... 

SV: Dead Can Dance are excellent. 

Peter: So, I don’t want to say that I try to mimic 
their style, but I was definitely influenced by 
some of the techniques and some of the musical 
instruments that they used. 

SV: This is saying a lot, but I think this is true. 
Type O Negative do definitely have a sound of 
their own, these days. With most bands, that’s 
saying a lot, but with you, that’s a given, almost, 
I think. 

Peter: Mm-hmm. I appreciate that, thank you. 
SV: As far as the lyrics go, which of these three 
descriptions suits your outlook the best? A.) You 
like to shock people into thinking what you’re 
writing about, B.) You like to shock people into 
thinking, period or C.) You just like to shock 


people to begin with? 

Peter: I'd say all three, actually. I’d say all three 
of those. But trying to make people think— 
assuming people are thinking animals—may bea 
bit assumptive. People don’t like to think, be- 
cause when they think, it means they may have to 
change their views and most people would rather 
live in their little fur-lined holes that they’ ve 
made for themselves, than to possibly make their 
lives better and crawl out of the holes and to seek 
something new. 

SV: So what you like to do is throw things at 
people and say, “OK, here’s what I’m thinking, if 
you don’t think about it, so what!” 


Peter: Well, you see, I don’t like to hide what I 
have to say. If I have an idea, I like to say it very 
boldly and very bluntly. 

SV: I respect that, I have to admit. 

Peter: Yeah, it’s a song, it’s not a game, it’s not a 
riddle. 

SV: And to bring this up—let me bring something 
out here that I think you may find interesting 
(shows the j-card for “Slow, Deep and Hard.” 
Peter: And we have a soundtrack, too! 

SV: Yeah. In the liner notes of this album, what 
do all the notes next to your photos mean? Such 
as, in your case, “P., vox, bass, hammers and 
axes, bulldozer, frontend loader & steamrollers, 











all fire and wolves...” 

Peter: It’s a crude effort to mislead people into thinking 
we’re an artsy-fartsy type of band. 

SV: You’re trying to make people think you’re pagans or 
something? 

Peter: I am a pagan, so I wrote all those things. 

SV: I’ma fledgling on the path, myself, I couldn’t help but 
notice, so I was wondering. 

Peter: I don’t expect the average person to read that and 
think that it means anything, but it does mean something 
to me, because all those things do mean something. 

SV: Given your fascination with vampires and all, do you 
expect that to show up in your lyrics? 

Peter: I don’t like to touch directly on vampirism, but I do 
like to delve into a dark sensuality which, you know, does 
have to do with vampirism to a certain degree. 

SV: Like in the video for “Black No. 1,” when it comes to 
“Loving you was like loving the dead,” and you have the 
harpsichord and you’re bending over the lady’s neck? 
Peter: Right. Well, you know, of course when you make a 
product, you try to exploit it and we try to exploit ourselves 
to sell the product, and there are not too many bands right 
now that are pushing this “dark wave” type of thing and we 
want to be one of the bands to this, if not the only one. 
SV: Well, you’re probably the most prominent right now, 
at least as far I know, the most prominent one doing 
something like this. You once said you were interested in 
possibly doing soundtracks for science fiction, fantasy, or 
horror films sometime. Is that something you’d still like to 
do? 

Peter: It’s something that I would like to do, but the band 
has a long way to go. And as it stands now, as I said, it’s 
something I would like, but I seem to be changing so 
‘rapidly that I don’t know who I will be tomorrow, or next 
week, and I could want something totally different. 

SV: For example, do you think you would’ ve liked to have 
done the “Hellraiser” soundtrack, like Christopher Young 
did? 

Peter: Yeah, that would be great, but I would need a lot 
more experience on the technical end to really get into 
something like that and I don’t know if I'll ever catch up. 
SV: Notto mention!’ ve heard that soundtracks are a tough 
field to break into, anyway. That’s just what I’ve heard. As 
a matter of fact, Entombed did a cover of the “Hellraiser” 
theme on their “Hollowman” EP. Have you heard that? 
Peter: No, I haven’t. 

SV: Well, they had a lot of soundbites from the movie on 
it and it was basically a metal version of the soundtrack. It 
came out pretty well...On the live EP, you changed a lot of 
the lyrics and arrangements. Is this something that happens 
regularly? It didn’t seem to happen too often tonight, like 
changing the lyrics to “Unsuccessfully Coping.” 

Peter: Right. 

SV: For example, just before the bass break, when you go 
into “I’m In The Mood For Love.” ie 
Peter: Right, right. Well, I have to point out that whe 
“Slow, Deep and Hard” was written, the songs were in 
their early stages. 

SV: Infancy, so to speak. 

Peter: Infancy and I did not really want to press that thing 
into an album, but ultimately that is what happened, 
because the record company made us an offer we could not 
refuse. So when we got a chance to do “Origin Of The 
Feces”... think songs are not like photographs. Photo- 
graphs just stay the way they are when they’re taken, but 
the subject changes. When I write a song, when it’s 





recorded, it’s a record of how a song exists at that particular point in time. But songs, like 
people, like everyone else, as far as I’m concerned, will change. 

SV: Like when, all of a sudden, you segued into those Sabbath songs tonight, completely 
without warning, and also when you started to play “Xero Tolerance” and went into 
“Gravitational Constant.” 

Peter: Right, right. That’s just to masturbate the audience a little bit. 

SV: I like a man who’s frank. 

Peter: Surprise, surprise. 

(a nearby fan chips in their two cents) 

Fan: I was wondering, do you listen to any pre-classical music? Renaissance, medieval or 
folk? 

Peter: I don’t seek it, but if I happen to be exposed to it, I certainly don’t mind it. I find it 
interesting. I look at music as almost a form of mathematics, and music has a history and I’m 
interested in how it has evolved. 
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BAD RELIGION 





Bad Religion have signed to the evil corporate label, Atlantic, and there’s question over 
whether that was a very “punk” thing to do. It hasn’t changed their music, obviously—in fact, 
“Stranger Than Fiction” is a better album than “Recipe For Hate.” So call ‘em sell-outs or 
whatever,..here’s an interview with bassist Jay Bentley, conducted by Eric Bradford from 

gabhicker ‘zine. Brian Baker has replaced guitarist Brett Gurewitz in the band... 


®@Meekethought the new album was a lot better than the last one.I was just wondering if you 
approached the recording or the pre-production differently than the last one? 
Jay: We had no pre-production on “Recipe” at all. We actually went into the studio and learned 
the songs. When we felt we had the songs well-enough, all the way through, we actually 
recorded it for the basic tracks. That was pretty much it. There wasn’t a whole lot of 
interpretation between the guitars and bass and drums and it was pretty stagnant. 
SV: Was there more time spent in the writing of the songs for this one? 
Jay: I don’t think there was more time spent in the writing, but I do think that there was a lot 
time spent to get it, before we went in to record. Brett and I and Bobby and Greg Hetson and 
I and Bobby, we all were together, working on songs, maybe because we realized that 
“Recipe” was about as far-out as we wanted to go in terms of being really fucking lazy. 
(laughs) 
SV: Was there a lot of pressure from Atlantic when you went in to do this? 
Jay: No. not at all. They’ ve seen us doing this the last fifteen years. They know that we know 
what we're doing. 
SV: So was there internal pressure between you when you were writing the songs? Did you 
have this communal feeling that this record was going to get better distribution than any 
others. therefore, maybe we should really concentrate or whatever... 
Jay: No, I would say that the biggest thought that probably came from Greg and Brett was that 
the feedback from “Recipe” was everyone thought it was light for Bad Religion, the guitars 
weren't as heavy. But I would attribute that more to the production than how we actually 
recorded it and I think, on this record, it was just a sense of where we are and we have 
something that we do very well, together. Maybe it was a couple of steps backwards to go more 
towards the “‘No Control,” “Against The Grain” attitude. 
SV: Do you think that was a result of reading the reviews from the last album? 
Jay: No, I think that was kind of how we felt. When the record came out, we listened to it and 
just kind of said, ‘boy, it just didn’t really translate, did it?’ It’s so hard...that’s why we hired 
Andy Wallace. Even though we’ve been producing our own records, there’s people with 
multitudes more experience than we have, so they come in and they see things differently than 
you do and I think what we were trying to do was...somewhere along the line, we forgot how 
to do this and this guy knows how to do it better than we do. 


SV: Why did you re-record “21st Century Digital Boy”? 
Jay: A couple of years ago, I think it was during “Genera- 
tor,” Brett had mentioned that he wanted to re-do it, 
because he was unhappy with the production and how we 
played it on “Against The Grain,” so he had been mention- 


! ing it and mentioning it, so we said, ‘let’s think about it’ 


and, because it was mentioned, people started talking 
about and I think we did 19 songs on the record and that 
was one of them and when it came time to edit the record 
down to make what we think was a great Bad Religion 
record and not a lot of bullshit, that was one of the songs. 
SV: Do you think it came out sounding substantially 
different? 

Jay: Yeah, production-wise. Obviously, 1 going to have 
biased memories of what it was like when we originally 
recorded it and how the song made me feel, originally, but 
listening to it now, with different production and the 
different kick pattern and the things we did differently, we 
recorded it like we play it live, now. 

SV: You’re not working at Epitaph, anymore, but did you 
get any sense of how the people there, the workers, felt 
about you leaving and going to Atlantic? 

Jay: Did I get sense of how they felt? 

SV: Yeah. And how was that? 

Jay: (laughs) I don’t have any comment. 

SV: OK... asked that because I called them up last year 


= and the guy found out that I write for MRR occasionally 
i and I got like a half an hour spiel about it. He was saying 





something about how MRR condemns Epitaph, now, 
because they think they had something to do with your 
going to Atlantic and obviously they hate that. So he was 
saying, ‘it has nothing to do with us, we’re completely 
independent of that whole thing, we don’t like it any more 
than anybody else.’ 

Jay: Yeah, whatever. It seems to me that, instead of 
everybody being forthright and honest about it, 
everybody’s just trying to cover their butts and maintain 
their political correctness, which is bullshit all the way 
around, anyway. If people were honest and they didn’t 
need to be judged and valued...that’s kind of how I see the 
whole thing. 

SV: So, the band, obviously, at this point is all that you 
do... 

Jay: Yeah, this is a scary moment in the life of Jay. 

SV: Oh, yeah. Why’s that? You stand at the edge of the 
cliff, looking out into the abyss. 

Jay: | am, too... 

SV: Is this something you see yourself doing until you’ re 
65 and able to collect Social Security? 

Jay: No. I didn’t see myself doing this past a year that we 
started doing this and I still don’t see myself doing this for 
a year past now. (laughs). I’m trying not to make too many 
heavy bets on anything. 

SV: What do you think you’d end up doing, if you weren’t 
doing this? ; 

Jay: I don’t know. I’m thinking lawnmower repair man. 
It’s kind of looking enticing to me. It seems pretty easy. 
SV: Now wait, I remember from that video I saw about a 
year ago, you said you repaired motorcycles or some- 
thing, on movie sets. 

Jay: I did do that. But now I would go down to the two- 
stroke (?) motor, sharpen that blade, I’m set. 

SV: Do you think that would be as rewarding as playing 
big punk rock? 

Jay: If you do it good, people have respect for you! 
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RAW POWER 
6th May 19917 


Interview with Giuseppe Codeluppi ‘guitar> 


Is it right that the songs for the new Lp are ready? 

Yes, The newalbum is pratically finished, but the problem is that 
our last label, Contempo (1), has failed and now we’ re looking 
for anew one. We have also a couple of proposals from Italian 
major labels, but they want us to sing in Italian, while we never 
did and] think we’ Il never do, because it’s just a trend. So we’re 
waiting, we have some other proposals and we hope to put out 
the record as soon as possible. 

Have you been consulted by Toxic Shock for the reprint of 
“Screams from the gutter” and “After your brain” on one 
cd? 

Yes, and Toxic Shock wants us also for the new record, and in 
fact we'll probably make a short Californian tour in August. The 
problem is that they want the exclusive for the record and we 
don’t want to give it tothem, because we have never seen adollar 
from that label. The first record we did with them, “Screams...” 
sold more than 30000 copies and we never got anything; 
somebody has exploited us and will keep doing that. At the 
beginning we didn’t know about the reprint, I sawit andthen they 
called me and told me: “I’ve done this thing’. To me it seemed 
a very absurd thing. ; 
Since you always had problems with labels, have you ever 
thought about selfproducing your records? 

Yes, but after 11, 12 years you’ re playing, it’s difficult to tell to 
the band: “OK, let’s use our money.”, because it’s impossible to 
make money playing hardcore, but to lose always something... 
When you begin, it’s obvious that you lose something, but after 
so many years.... Moreover selfproduction doesn’t give a 
proportionate (suitable) distribution, your record always arrives 
tothe same people, you can never growor increase. So you must 
have a distribution as googd as possible to reach as many people 
as possible, as well mantaining your style, your kind of music and 
ours is pretty hard. 

In spite of that, you were contacted by major labels more 
than once... 

Yeah and if you want, i’ve been a little stupid. Atlantic (2) 
contacted us twice, but at the time we were among the firts to do 
certain stuff, and after all I think we were agreat band. We didn’t 
have people working for us , we were justa band that went on the 
stage to play and nothing other, while you should have people 
helping you. 

What happened with Atlantic? 

We had to play in New York, the last time we played there, and 
Atlantic’s boss phoned me and said: “Please, call me, so we can 
meet at the show’. But, as always, we arrived and played, and 
after the show I was pretty tight (drunk) and so I forgot about 
that. Let’s say that we didn’t really think about it, while we should 
have understood the potentiality of Raw Power, on the contrary 
we never did that and in fact I’m still here! 

Why, in Italy, you never reached the popularity you have in 
USA, altough here you played with Bad Religion, Cro 
Mags..? 

I think that we’ re much harder than these bands. I mean, last year 
we played with Bad Religion andit’s absurd that there were 5000 
(3) people to see us with them and that there are just 300/400 


people when we play alone. There is no proportion. This means 
that if you play melodic stuff like Bad Religion, and they do it 
well, [like them, that’s OK, but I listen to our songs and they are 
very, very harder, there’s nothing to do and moreover we are an 
Italian band. If, in ’84, we had chosen tostay in USA, since it was 
possible... 

Why did you give up that opportunity? 

Because everything happened ina while and, as] said before, we 
couldn’t put things together and move forward, we just thought 
about playing. At the time I attended to band’s business, while 
athome I had a wife and a son who was 8 months old. I’ve lost 
my job four times, I’ve been dismissed four times and I went to 
USA four times; then I returned home without ajob andI hada 
child, it’s not easy. I’ve done that, but I don’t know how many 
would have done the same. I live in alittle town and my parents, 
my wife’s parents attacked me, it was hard to decide to stay in 
USA, quite impossible. It has been quite a fable: we did a tape, 
they called us and everything happened in a while, without 
thinking that it could have been aseriousthing. Atthetimeit was 
like adream: we could play witha lot of good bands at their level, 
it was unimaginable. Even if] told you what we felt... I could tell 
you some names, a lot of names..(4) 

A little curiosity: in Italy there are 300/400 people to see you, 
how many in USA? 

Well, in USA we also played for less people, but you know, when 
you make a 100 shows tour and play in some dispersed town in 
Texas, so you go there and play, and get what there is. Anyway 
we played in a lot of very good situations. The average level is 
higher than here. In USA they do everything looking to the 
money: we did 300 shows in USA and we played in 10 or less 
squats, otherwise there are just clubs that let bands play just for 
inoney, they don’t think about political questions. In the same 
club you can see an HC band, a country band..., here it isa little 
different. 

Is it true that in California there are Raw Power II? 

Yes and they do our tracks’ list, only covers. Besides I think that 
a lot of people think we’re American. I was speaking with 
Testament’s singer and he was telling me: “Aren’t you 
American?!”, “No, we’re from Poviglio, Reggio Emilia, Italy!”. 
Many people think so because we played in USA a lot of times, 
maybe it was more a regret than a positive thing. 

Since your early stuff, first Lp "You are the victim" ('84- 
selfproduced), “Wop Hour” 7" ('85-Toxic Shock).. 

Well I tell you about the 7": in my life I broke just one record and 
I had only one copy of it! 

...have you ever thought about repressing it, even on a simple 
tape? 

We thought about itand Contemposhould have done everything... 
We’ re over again, we have some proposals but we never signed 
anything. 

Last record, “Too tough to burn”, was appreciated for a 
return to more HC sonorities (5); which is the direction 
taken with the new material? 

Ithink new material willbe, asthe last, more hardcore, with some 
parts pretty rap, but anyway it will be fast, notslowand, of course, 
not metal. It will be HC with some breaks, a few seconds with 
something different. Of course HC, because it’s what we can 
play. 

Have the many line-up’s changes been an advantage (for 
new influences, evolutions..) or a disadvantage? 
Sometimes they brought something good, hile some changes 
were determined by the circumsatnaces of the moment, when we 
couldn’t do anything other. 
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Which is in your opinion the best Raw Power’s line-up, 
leaving the 30000 copies of “Screams..” out of consideration? 
I think that the best line up is the last one and not only under the 
musical viewpoint. 

And how was the break with ex Raw Power members, 
considering certain musical choices (6)? 

I think that these choices were determined by tha fact that some 
people want to live by their own music and it’s right that they 
made different choices.. also because they would have never 
managed to do that with Raw Power. 

In which way has influenced Raw Power the fact that the 
fundamental nucleus of the band was composed by you and 
your brother? 

Probably it determined that we never changed our musical style, 
without going to commercial kinds. If we hadn’t made so hard 
stuff, maybe we would be here to speak in a different situation, 
maybe.... 

Turning to your records, what happened with “Live 
Danger”? 

You should ask to Stiv (7), ask what he’s going to do with that 
record. By nowthis has been a phantom record for years. It’s out 
somewhere, at least in cd version, but not inthe number of copies 
fixed at the beginning. Everybody can draw the consequences he 
wants to. 

Why didn’t you include “Fuck Authority" in the live 
record, while you recorded in studio for the last Lp? 

Well, it was just a choice, it wasn’t dictated by particular 
exigences. We ask ourselves why that track was on a record (8) 
never published in Italy and so we have wanted to put it out also 
here, to us it seemed a right thing. 

Isn’t a little strange that also on the live recording Mauro 
never talks with the audience? 

Mauroisthis way. During shows, as you Il see tonight, he doesn’t 
talk too much. In my opinion he’s a great frontman and even the 
best I’ve ever seen, as cene on the stage, but as relation with the 
crowd, he is not very satisfactory. It’s useless to tell him that 
because he will always be this way. 

Do you think that people’s attitude towards you has changed? 
No, I don’t think. I believe that our public has always been our 
public, it was always near us, in spite of all the vicissitudes, and 
for this, we'll never be able to thank them enough. Even if they 
are nota lot, they always were near us, also because I think we’ve 
always been a sincere band, both on the stage and in the way of 
interpreting our music. We never toldsomething andthen made 
something different and we never sold our asses to get certain 
things. Sometimes we wanted to do different stuff, but ever too 
commmercial, so I think that our honesty and coherence are not 
questionable. 

You told that Italian labels want you to sing in Italian, but 
why did you start singing in English (9)? 

Wealways thoughtto bea band that didn’t address only to Italian 
public and moreover we thought that English was more musical. 
In spite of these things, I believe we were more political than 
many bands who were singing in Italian; if someone cares what 
you say, he can go to read the lyrics or write me and ask about 
it. Inthe 90% of shows what the fuck do you understand of what 
the singer is telling? Even ifyou have abig installation, ora good 
sound, you don’t understand anything, so think when you’re 
playing in pretty orrible situations as often happens. I may be 
wrong, but that’s the way I’ve always thought about it. 

What do you think would have changed singing in Italian 
since the beginning? 

Of course we could have a bigger success in Italy and we would 


have had fewer problems with the audience. Anyway who wants 
to understand or has the lowest of intelligence has seen, with the 
passing of the years, who was really coherent and who wasn’t. 
Not for a case we are the only to be still here and these are facts 
and not just words; you can discute if you like or not Raw Power, 
but everyone has given up. At leats this must be admitted. 

Do you know something about the new Italian HC scene? 
Pretty enough. 

Don’t you think there are too metal influences (10)? 
Idon’t know, we always had metal influences, in melodies, solos, 
but I think that now They are exagerating, of course they could 
get a bigger audience. 

Do you see someone who can follow what you have done? 
I don’t believe, I listen to a lot of tapes, but I don’t think. I think 
that Raw Power have always had that originality to rise above 
other bands, I think that when you listen to Raw Power, you can 
understand that they are Raw Power. 


NOTES 


1) Contempo was a big indipendent record store in Florence 
known for the tecnology used in records! exposition. 

2) The story of Raw Power/ Atlantic is well known in Italy, but 
I don't know if you listened about it in U.S. 

3) I was at the show Raw Power made with Bad Religion and I 
think there were about 2500/3000 people. The evening of this 
interview there were no more than 200 people to see Raw Power 
andtheticket was 15000 Lire/9.5 dollars (exchange 1 dollar=1565 
Lire). I must tell you that Raw Power usually ask 700/900 dollars 
for every showand that Giuseppe wasa little angry about the fact 
that Sick Of It All (in Italy about one month later) asked for the 
Italian tour 2000/2400 dollars and they played in squats (this is 
along question: Squats are ready to pay SOJA so much and not 
Raw Power for less money. I know there are promoters and so 
on, but 2000/2400 dollars are....) 

4) An Italian guy, Roberto Schiavo, who now runs Flowers of 
Grain Rec. (Repress of Chelsea Hotel, Jaggernaut..), sent a 
Kompi tape of Italian bands to Chris Chachon (Borderless 
Countries Tapes) and this one is actually the responsible of the 
first Raw Power's American tour. In USA Raw Power played 
with 7 Seconds, SNFU, Dead Kennedys, Circle Jerks, Adolescents, 
Agnostic Front, Minutemen, Angry Samoans and many others. 
In'86, in Seattle, they had Guns 'n' Roses opening, for them! 

5) The record before "Too tough..", "Mine tokill", is considered 
the worst R.P. Lp, the most metal. 

6) The guitarist Davide Devoti and the drummer Helder S. 
("Screams..." era) left the band to join two horrible Italian major 
artists, people who can get more than 30000 people for every 
show. 

7) Stiv (Stefano Valli) is the guy who runs TVOR on Vynil Rec. 
(Crash Box, Indigesti, Upset Noise, Negazione, maybe Vision). 
"Live Danger" was supposed to be pressed first as cd-350 copies 
for European Tour and then as Lp+7". Actually there is just the 
cd version and not in 350 copies. 

8) "Fuck Authority" is one of their classic. It was the track that 
appeared on "Welcome to 1984" (Maximum Rock'n' Roll) that 
now is possible to find also here. 

9) In the middle of'80s most of Italian HC bands used Italian for 
"political" questions. The most important bands whoused English 
were Raw Power, CCM and the last Negazione. 

10) A lot of the new Italian HC bands are influenced by 
Integrity..., I hate it! 


LIVE 


JULY-AUGUST ’94 

Hammerhead and Chokebore and a recipe 
for destruction. Paul Sanders’ warp-speed guitar 
flail powered Hammerhead’s non-stop onslaught. 
Intense is a word bandied about by many a hack 
and it’s the accurate assessment. Loud and fuckin’ 
crazy. You get the feeling Paul’s going to swal- 
low the mike whole and that the strings will be 
caked in blood by set’s end. Miraculously, no 
broken strings. “Louse,” off the first album, threat- 
ened to fly apart as the three ‘heads attempted to 
beat each other to the song’s finish. “Fly” piled on 
the aggression to the point of craziness. Chokebore 
have become quite the live unit, themselves, 
equally capable of an unhinged performance. 
Troy’s crooning warble provides a unique coun- 
terpoint to the band’s yin-yang of punky 
abrasiveness and unexpected pop flourishes. Some 
great backflips from Troy and the band’s assault 
and battery on their instruments adds visual em- 
bellishment to their musical roller-coaster. 

New Bomb Turks returned to the Middle 
East, bringing their partners in punk rock, Gaunt. 
Notas frenzied or crazed as a few months ago, but 
still dishing out the loud ‘n fast goods, including 
a wild version of “Slack Motherfucker,” with 
Eric and Jerry from Gaunt sharing the vocals. 
Gaunt’s set was rough around the edges, but fun, 
nonetheless. 

Back to the cavernous Wallace Arena for 
another alternamoshafest (is that what you call 
those things?) Helmet play like a well-oiled 
machine, but don’t have the presence to fill the 
big room, despite the knockout tandem of “Just 
Another Victim” and “In The Meantime,” fol- 
lowing it up with “Bad Moon.” Not terrible, or 
anything, just not packing the intensity that comes 
across in a smaller venue. I also think they miss 
Peter’s dirtier, wall of noise guitar sound. Rollins 
was Rollins—about the same as a few months 
before, only perhaps with less pugnacious banter. 
Sausage, Les Claypool’s side project from Primus, 
offered some nimble musicianship, but little else— 
chops, without the catchy songwriting. Darker, 
less jazzy. 

A week after seeing Rollins, his former Black 
Flag compatriot Greg Ginn played the Middle 
East and rocked the fuckin’ house. He buries his 
vocals, but that’s not a bad idea, to be honest and 
his whizzbang guitar skills remain in-tact. Play- 
ing a bunch of vintage Black Flag material (‘‘Jeal- 
ous Again,” “Depression,” “Gimme Gimme 
Gimme,” “Nervous Breakdown”—holy shit!) and 
newer, edgy material that has a similar raw qual- 
ity, Ginn’s power trio dished out lots of volume 
and intensity. Even when it didn’t totally hang 
together, the power made up for it. Transmis- 
sion. also offered plenty of volume to go with 
their punk/metal crossover sound and it worked 
on a musical level, but the dark lighting hindered 
rather than enhanced. Slughog seemed to be the 


band of choice for the audience, but I just don’t 
get it. Goofy stage presence aside, their double- 
bass, single guitar sound is loud, but there aren’t 
any songs. Just riffs. The fact that these guys 
seem to be one of Boston’s more popular bands 
these days reinforces my opinion that there’s a 
paucity of much to get excited about, locally. 

Another dose of nostalgia came courtesy of 
Chaos UK. The crusties and spiky heads were 
out in full-force (along with a smattering of 
skinheads)—where do they come from? I never 
see “em, except at these types of shows. Anyway, 
loud ‘n fast anthems like “Kill Your Baby,” “Four 
Minute Warning,” the Partisans’ “Police Story” 
and the slower, pounding “Victimized.” Old Brit- 
punk bands never go away and, even if it’s a 
vision of 1982, it beats a room full of Stussy- 
heads playing warmed-over Helmet riffs. Swing- 
ing Udders, though from SF, also have a British 
slant to their sound, combining it with melodic 
Cali punk. Cool cover of SLF’s “Here We Are 
Nowhere.” Punk’s not dead! 


AUTUMN 794 

Thee Hypnotics are trying a little too much to 
sound like the Black Crowes, these days, prob- 
ably due to the fact that Chris Robinson produced 
their new album. That tepid work has exactly two 
good songs on it, “Heavy Liquid” and “Keep 
Rollin’ On,” both of which they played at Axis. 
Thee Hyps’ have always mimicked—earlier 
material mined MCS, Stooges and Hendrix for all 
it was worth, but they added their own high 
energy element to it and their newer songs are 
more soulful and lack the ferocity of old. These 
guys look like arock ‘n roll band, tight trousers ‘n 
all and while they rocked, to a certain extent, they 
didn’t rock quite enough. 

I saw The Fall with Magnapop at Axis— 
originally scheduled for Avalon and moved to the 
smaller club, where they drew only 300-400 
people. Pretty sad to see such a small turnout for 
an influential, innovative band like the Fall— 
anyway, with Brix back in the band, this was a 
more inspired performance than last year (which 
wasn’t all that bad, either). Brix handled vocals 
for the raucous “Glam Racket” and the set was a 
mix of old and new material. A unique mesh of 
sound—more pop hooks than in the past, but a 
thorny combination of punchy bass, guitar chink, 
chugging drums and Mark’s unique sing-speak 
delivery. Magnapop come on louder live than on 
record and they’ re the better for it. Punchy, punk/ 
pop, along the lines of the Fastbacks. 

DI brought out the punk die-hards (along 
with some collegiate types) for their show at the 
Middle East and they’ ve still got it. I’m not even 
sure who’s in the band these days, except for 
vocalist Casey Royer, but the guitarist had the 
Rikk Agnew sting/slash guitar sound down per- 
fect and a generous selection of songs from their 
“Horse Bites Dog Cries” album didn’t hurt. Loud, 
fast, melodic, incorporating ironic, but incisive 
lyrics to go with their classic Cali punk sound— 
the Offspring owe a lot to bands like DI and the 
Adolescents and DI’s new album blows the 


Offspring’s away. They even threw ina Monkees 
cover to calm down the slam-dancing hordes. I 
hope I’m still as cool as Casey when I reach 40! 

Stereolab packed the same club, a night later. 
With this band, the visual element isn’t much, 
although guitarist Tim Ganes does jump around a 
lot, but their wall of sound achieves a certain level 
of transcendent bliss. For once, the Globe’s Jim 
“Post-Punk” Sullivan’s Velvet Underground ref- 
erence is accurate, ‘cause these guys draw a lot 
from “Sister Ray,” but add a pure pop and 
minimalist element to the mix, as well. Six Fin- 
ger Satellite have certainly changed in the past 
few years—originally atypical, loud grungy band, 
then moving towards a Gang Of Four-inspired 
angularity and, finally, going more electronic, 
with Suicide as a touchpoint. This set featured 
elements of the last two incarnations—some 
strong rhythms and vocal presence, though dis- 
jointed. Not sure what exactly they’re trying to 
accomplish by such chameleon-like moves, but 
interesting, in spots. 

The Jesus Lizard kicked up quite a raging 
storm, nearly upstaged by Girls Against Boys, 
who played a perfect half-hour, jammed packed 
with all their strong material. The Lizard made it 
a greatest-hits outing, themselves, bringing back 
the Chrome medley, “Mouth Breather” and stick- 
ing to the cream from “Down.” Yow spent half 
the time crowd surfing, while his compatriots 
bore down and created the sonic bludgeon. 

L7 seem to be going through the motions, 
these days. The two opening bands, Wool and 
The Melvins were far more exciting. L7 seem 
bogged down in a mid-tempo, sluggish mode— 
not really inspiring, lacking the edge and bite of 
the past, probably due to the fact that they stuck 
mainly to their new, not so great album. “Fast and 
Frightening” picked up the pace a bit, but the 
excitement seems to have waned. Wool rocked 
up a storm in their brief time allotment and the 
Melvins played a slightly more accessible set 
than when they opened for Primus, but still man- 
aged to alienate many with their pain/sludge. 
Good work... 

Strong showings from Jawbox and Samiam, 
within a few days of each other. Jawbox’s long 
time on the road has honed their live thing to a 
sharp edge—aggressive and assured. Samiam 
were equally-enthralling. Driving and melodic 
and Jason’s vocals were audible, for once. 

On the downside, Sebadoh served up astinker 
ofashowat Avalon. They just didn’t give a shit— 
disappointing, since “Bakesale” is their most 
consistent outing and I was hoping the focused 
approach would carry over to this show. But it 
wasn’t to be...Lou spent most of the set whining 
and throwing a tantrum (and admitted as much) 
and it rarely gelled. 

Two warhorses, back to back. Killing Joke 
played a way-too-late show at Axis, but rocked 
up a storm. Jaz moves like a man possessed, able 
to ham it up now that he isn’t tethered to his 
synthesizer and Youth’s viking horns (or what- 
ever) were a sartorial statement. Methodical blud- 
geon from the likes of “Wardance,” “The Wait,” 


and “Psyche” and white-light frenzy for “Whit- 
eout.” Curiously, they only played material from 
the first album, “Night Time” and “Pandemo- 
nium,” ignoring the strong “What’s This For.” 
The Wedding Present have long been one of the 
UK’ sunderrated treasures. While the wags cream 
over the likes of Oasis or Stone Roses or Suede 
(please!), Gedge and company continue to bash 
out likeable, thorny pop music. Beauty and 
disonnace trading off for “Catwoman”, the drone 
leading to frothy chorus of “So Long Baby” or the 
fast-strummed nirvana of “Take Me.” 

A week after Sebadoh’s debacle, Dinosaur 
Jr. made a much better showing at the Orpheum. 
Not as inspiring as the last few shows at Avalon 
(no “Wagon,” either), but Mascis’ guitar flame- 
outs do fill the room, nicely, even if the band 
seemed swallowed up by the larger stage. Enough 
oldies to keep me happy and loud as hell (though 
not as much as some feeble-eared journalists 
would have you believe). 

November was a crazy month for shows...so 
much so that I burned it way too much at both 
ends and ended up getting ill, for my troubles, 
knocking me out of show-going (except for two 
gigs) for two and a half months. I guess the 
unlimited nights of club-going may be coming to 
an end and I won’t be going out as much. To tell 
you the truth, not that many bands are “must- 
sees” anymore or worth getting out of the house 
for. Old fartdom? Perhaps...but I have less toler- 
ance for the smoke, the idiots you have to deal 
with...of course, all those negative elements are 
quickly pushed aside when you get cracked over 
the head with a mind-blowing performance. But 
it’s time to cut back... 

So on to the insanity that wrecked my health, 
starting with two up and coming bands from the 
northwest, Karp and Fitz Of Depression. Karp 
come on like a cross between the Melvins, Hel- 
met and Unsane. How’s that for a tandem? Loud, 
noisy and heavy, taking a devil-may-care ap- 
proach to their power-surge assault. The Fitz 
have old punk and new wave in their blood, 
witnessed by the Joe Jackson and Costello covers 
and they pull strong hooks out of their rough/fast 
sound. 

Tree and Guttermouth may seem like an 
odd combination, until you realize that they both 
look at the world through satirical eyes and nei- 
ther fits the mold of what’s supposed to be 
“hardcore” these days. Guttermouth are weaned 
from the wise-assed, southern Cal. sound—a 
throwback to the days where punks hated jocks 
and vice-versa, not like today, when the mosh pits 
look like a Gold’s Gym or Villari Karate conven- 
tion. Fast and crude, and also surprisingly me- 
lodic, culminating with the near-anthem 
“Asshole.” Not at all politically correct—in fact, 
“Just A Fuck” borders on misogynistic, but punk 
tock is supposed to offend and it comes off as a 
piss-take, anyway. Tree make a lot of bluster go 
a long way, mixing up thrash and crunch parts, 
whipping themselves into a stage-stomping 
frenzy. 

More on the'pop side of things, Sugar’s show 








FACE TO FACE 


at the Orpheum was far more memorable and 
consistent than their previous outing at the same 
venue. These guys do away with the amenities, 
like stopping between songs and serve up one 
hook-filled gem after another. Magnapop opened 
with a fairly decent showing—less of the punk 
tush than when they opened for the Fall, but still 
energetic. Velocity Girl don’t have a whole lot of 
stage presence, yet it’s easy to lose yourself in 
their melodic drone. Visually, though, they look 
like the nerdy, quiet kids who sort of blended in 
at high school. 

7 Seconds coming to town used to be an 
event. Now it seems as though no one can be 
bothered. At least, that was the case when they 
played with Sam Black Churchat Venus DeMilo. 
About 80% of the audience stood there twiddling 
their thumbs, the set was disrupted by an idiotic 
fight between two young women and 7 Secs 
seemed anxious to finish up and get off the stage 
as quickly as possible. Pared to a three-piece and 
bringing back plenty of golden oldies, they still 
deliver the goods. Fast, hooky, energetic, dis- 
pensing with the saccharine and re-discovering 
their roots. (especially the newly-shorn Kevin). 
SBC always put on a show and tonight was no 
different. Dredging up “Too Many Boss” and 
“Captain Of The World” was a pleasant surprise, 
as was the always crowd-pleasing “Big BBQ” 
and “Disco Inferno.” They’ ve come a long way 


from their opening stints at Green Street Station, 
all those many years ago. 

A contrast in big-ticket punk rock bands—or 
should I say bands on the rise or a band that used 
to be on Epitaph and one who still is...I’m talking 
about Bad Religion and NOFX. Bad Religion 
have never been the world’s most exciting live 
band, anyway and their performance at Avalon 
sort of confirmed that. Not bad, not great, ulti- 
mately predictable, although the set selection was 
strong and their was a balance between fast and 
slower mateiral. Brian Baker, even with his pud- 
ding-bowl haircut making him look 18 again, 
somehow doesn’t quite fit in here and his backing 
vocals are weak. “Fuck Armageddon” made fora 
strong capper. The Supersuckers didn’t go over 
that great and they’re better in a smaller club, 
anyway, but they played their rock god/cowboy 
schtick to the hilt and it was fairly effective. 

The packed NOFX/Face To Face/Ten Foot 
Pole show a few nights later, at Axis, was far 
more fun and delivered what was promised. It’s 
been seven years since I last saw NOFX and 
they’ve evolved into a crack unit. It’s all about 
having fun—no matter how many times I say 
that, it’s always true and these guys are all about 
that, while having their say in satirical fashion. 
Great horn playing from El Hefe and that was 
quite a show-stopping version of “Straight Edge” 


. he crooned. Hooks, power and songs you can’t 


stop singing. Face To Face suffered from a lousy 
guitar mix, buried under the bass, but also dished 
out some hooky, buzzsaw tunes, though they 
skipped “I Want,” the standout from their first 
album. Something seems very choreographed 
about them and those tattoos seem to.be covering 
up something but those songs can’t be denied. 
Ten Foot Pole’s pro-forma melodic punk is crisply 
executed, but Scott’s vocals are high and thin and 
diminish the power. Best moment—Scott’s dis- 
gust at being tossed a Yankees’ cap (he pitches 
for the White Sox when he’s not being a punk 
rock crooner). 

The Boston Garden. The worst place in the 
area to see a show. Awful acoustics, awful ameni- 
ties and packed with lots of LOSERS! But here 
we were, unexpectedly (and due to the largesse of 
a generous publicist) to see Trent Rezor and His 
Litany Of Misery, also known as Nine Inch 
Nails. Started out sluggish, with lots of moaning 
about the lack of a mosh pit, hitting a nadir with 
Trent barely visible behind a screen showing war 
atrocities, but picking up nicely for the latter 
leg—”Head Like A Hole,” “Sin,” a solid cover of 
Joy Divison’s “Dead Souls.” Plenty of showman- 
ship, lots of angst and a convincing contrivance. 
Besides, the songs are catchy as fuck. The much- 
touted Marilyn Manson failed to live up to 
expectations. Heavy and raucous and obnoxious 
and near-nudity, but the songwriting isn’t quite 
there and doesn’t project in a large setting. The 
Jim Rose Circus was entertaining, if not for the 
squeamish—especially the guy who contorted 
himself through a tennis racket and the always- 
intriguing Mr. Lifto, who, sadly, skipped the dick 
lift, but still lifted the concrete blocks with his 
teats. MIA—The Tube—and I’ m kind of glad, in 
a way... 

Helmet have kind of lost it, as a live band. 
They still rock with a fair amount of economical 
ferocity, but the dearth of older material at their 
Avalon show was a disappointment. The magic 
seems to have worn off. The intensity is dimin- 
ished, almost restrained, though Page does a 
fairly convincing job of going through the mo- 
tions. Girls Against Boys were also less-inspir- 
ing than for their jaw-dropping opening slot for 
Jesus Lizard. Once again, set selection was the 
problem, with too many mid-tempo songs from 
“Cruise Yourself,” though “Bulletproof Cupid” 
remedied the slack, somewhat. 


WINTER 795 

So, after nearly a two month layoff from club- 
going, what better way to get back in the swing 
than seeing perhaps the best band on the planet at 
the moment, the New Bomb Turks, at a sold-out 
Middle East. Sometime, I need to count the num- 
ber of times Eric punctuates his songs with a 
resounding “yeah!!” or sticks out his tongue. A 
whirling dervish who still manages to carry a 
tune, even when jumping into the crowd and a 
born contortionist. Buzzsaw mayhem, with bo- 
nus points to workman drummer Bill Randt, who 
is the unheralded engine for this band and who 
threatens to fly off the pads during “Born 


Toulouse-Lautrec.” Gaunt were also quite in- 
spiring—a bit sloppy in spots, but that’s part of 
the charm. Showcase Showdown have a vocalist 
who sounds exactly like Biafra, play ultrafast 1- 
2-3-4 slam thrash and pull it off with tightness 
and crisp execution. Old-fashioned hardcore 
making you feel as though you’ re-in a time-warp 
and loving every second of it. 

Interesting juxaposition with Garden Vari- 
ety and Face To Face—you could describe both 
as punk rock, sort of, but each band approaches 
the music differently, both sound-wise and in 
terms of presentation. Face To Face are the gre- 
garious, beefy older brothers, in love with classic 
punk rock and consciously putting on a show. 
Every spinaround, every rifle-point with their 
guitars, all the stage jumps seem pre-planned and 
their songs go for obvious hooks but dammnit if 
it doesn’t get me every time. I’m almost ashamed 
of myself for being suckered by such a shameless 
package. With Garden Variety, their songs are 
drawn from the DC emo tradition—an outpour- 
ing that is absent of such contrivance or blatant 
showmanship. The passion seems genuine and 
comes through Anthony Roman’s raspy-throated 
yearn and the stinging tunes. Urgent and captivat- 
ing. 

The Proletariat were one of Boston’s best 
bands, between ’82 and ’84, politically charged 
post-punk that shared the fury and rage of the 
hardcore of the time, but was also rooted as much 
in the angular attack of early Gang Of Four and 
Wire. 3/4 of ‘em (everyone except the drummer) 
are back under the name Churn and, if the sound 
is a bit more straight-forward and melodic, the 
drive and force are still integral elements. Clearly 
a band I’ll be watching for. The Flying Nuns 
have been kicking around for a few years, but this 
is the first time I’ve gotten to see them and I’ve 
been missing out. Subdued, fractured pop with 
just the right balance of quirk and hooks. 
Kustomized started out sluggishly, but it gelled 
three or four songs in. The repertoire has diversi- 
fied, with the uptempo chug interspersed with 
moodier, repetitive songs like “The Place Where 
People Meet” and continued good taste in cover 
choices (Government Issue’s “Bored To Death,” 
tonight). Raucous fun. 

A few paragraphs back, I mentioned how 
Face To Face seem completely staged. I get the 
same sort of vibe with Rancid as well and, once 
again, I’m buying. Yes, I caught that swipe of the 
guitar line from the Clash’s “Tommy Gun” and 
Lars is fooling no one by tacking on the guitar 
coda to “Kiss Me Deadly,” but, once again, it 
seems like an expression of love of punk rock 
with consummate showmanship (to say nothing 
of the band’s braces and spiky look). Silly hair- 
cuts and shameless posturing aside, they make it 
work. “Roots Radicals” is a great Clash/SLF rip 
and, like the song suggests, there’s a rootsy rock 
undertow to many of the arrangements. On the 
other hand, populist image aside, I heard some 
unsavory things, from a present and reliable 
source, regarding Rancid’s management’s treat- 
ment of the opening band for their NYC show, not 


allowing more than a miniscule guest list, despite 
the band not getting paid and, also, refusing to do 
a video interview with a woman who had traveled 
from Washington, DC to do it. Doesn’t sound all 
that punk. It’s really becoming more and more 
about business, isn’t it? Waterdog started the 
evening off with an enjoyable pop/punk excur- 
sion of their own, despite non-existent audience 
interest. Part Descendents, part NOFX, way ener- 
getic and fun, fun, fun. Daltonic, unfortunately, 
struggled greatly. With only one guitarist, new 
addition Jeremy, from Third Age, joining new 
bassist Nick (ex-Dive) and mainstays Skott and 
Brian, the sound was thin and the fact that Jeremy 
played out of tune the whole set didn’t help all 
that much. The band’s hardcore sounds failed to 
connect with the audience, at all. Too bad... 

“We’ ve got skinheads, we’ ve got punk rock- 
ers, we’ ve got hardcores, we’ ve got straight people 
and nobody’s fighting” said a surprised Micky 
Fitz and it, indeed, was the case for the most part 
when the Business blitzed the Rat. Classic catchy 
oi and punk—loud and basic and pushing the 
right buttons. The Business were contemporaries 
of Sham and the Rejects and maintain the simple- 
is-better aesthetic. Ringing power chords and 
stick-in-head singalong choruses. There’s some- 
thing tribal about all the sub-groups in atten- 
dance, but the atmosphere was more of joie de 
vivre than a gang rumble—nice, for a change. 
The Bruisers and Public Nuisance (from NYC) 
were also entertaining. PN, all spiky hair and 
chains, connected with fast, basic, no bullshit 
punk and thrash. The Bruisers still appeal to the 
boots ‘n braces element and pull out oldie but 
goodies like “Intimidation” and “Bloodshed,” 
but there’s also a roots/rockabilly emphasis, as 
well. Entertaining, as always. 

Legend time and you always wonder if your 
icons will deliver. I wasn’t there, when Wayne 
Kramer toiled for the MCS, although I’ ve been 
hooked on ‘em since hearing “Kick Out The 
Jams” on a cheesy compilation album called 
“Heavy Metal,” back in ’76 (with other such 
“metal” bands as J. Geils, War and the Grateful 
Dead, but that’s a whole different matter). Well, 
Wayne’s new album is kind of hit and miss, but 
still a pleasant surprise and he sounded just fine at 
TT’s. Playing a trio format, with Pennywise bass- 
ist Randy Bradbury and ex-New Man drummer 
Brock Avery, there was no shortage of explosive 
interplay, whether raging through MCS classics 
as.““Kick Out The Jams,” “Looking At You” and 
“Poison” or some of the confident rockers like 
“Crack In The Universe” from his new album. 
There was also some jazzier improvisation, while 
never straying far from the scorch path. Opening 
band Hank were a total bore, on the other hand, 
collegiate jangle pop with no presence and about 
ten years after than form ran it course. The only 
reason I even mention the band at all is because 
two weasely guys in suits kept peppering Ellen 
and I with questions about what we thought about 
Hank, what we thought about how they looked on 
stage, would we buy their CD if we saw their 
video on MTV, etc... Thank god Ellen didn’t tell 


them I do this ‘zine, or I never would have been 
rid of them! One guy whispered to Ellen than 
Wayne Kramer “sucks, he’s a has-been,” etc... 
They wouldn’t tellus, but it turns out these cretins 
represent a label (that I’ ve never heard of and that 
we found out from the Boston Globe) called 
Buzzsaw who have signed Hank and will be 
releasing their CD, to be recorded at Fort Apache. 
We're talking serious money (a $1000-a-day 
studio!) for what amounts to a lame, middle-of- 
the-bill (at best!) band and, 20 years from now, I 
think more people will remember the MCS than 
these guys. God, does the music industry suck! 
Thank goodness that Wayne Kramer’s still out 
there, recording for an indy label and making 
music without regard for marketing research. 
So we finally made it to Mama Kin, the club 
co-owned by Aerosmith and the Lyons group, 
who control most of the nightlife in Boston. 
Which means a knock-off of the Middle East 
backed by BIG $ and a way bigger security 
presence than necessary. Actually, the set-up is 
similar to Maverick’s, a cool early 80s Boston 


club where I first saw Bad Brains, Flipper and 
Hiisker Di. It’s not all that bad a place to see a 
show—the sound system’s great, anyway. Down 
By Law sound more like Gen X these days (that’s 
the UK punk band, not some slacker subcul- 
ture!)—fast, catchy songs with hooks and power 
and the current lineup is the best to date. Daltonic 
had it much more together this time than opening 
for Rancid, even if they had the obligatory equip- 
ment problems. Both sets were way too short—I 
guess they had to clear the place out for the over- 
21 crowd. 

I’dbe willing to guess that Weezer listened to 
aton of Kiss and other metal growing up, judging 
by the similar way their customized “W” logo 
(looking a lot like Van Halen’s) lights up on stage 
as their heroes. Same with the give-away guitar 
lines. But damn it if their hard pop sound doesn’t 
work wonders. Huge hooks wrapped in loud 
guitar chords, sticking to a similar tempo, for the 
most part, but | was humming “Buddy Holly” all 
night, after, and that’s the sign of a good pop 
hook. Archers of Loaf had some equipment 





KUSTOMIZED 


problems, but their fractured, frayed-edge mate- 
rial has this uncanny ability to knock you sense- 
less, anyway, especially “Web In Front.” Matt 
darts like a dervish while slamming away at his 
bass and vocalist Eric looks almost too normal 
but his vocals display an uneasy vulnerability and 
you know there’s something disturbing him. 
Tuscadero braved the catcalls from some sexist 
cretins (the band consists of two girls and two 
guys) and put forth a heady, noise-drenched show- 
case of knife-twisting pop with some deceptively 
cutesy vocal harmonies (listen to what they sing 
about and the innocence evaporates!). About a 
zillion times better than Veruca whatsis. 

I stood behind the PA at the Middle East to see 
Shellac and, geez, did I pay the price the next day. 
A feeling akin to being whacked on the back of 
the head by a 2 x 4. Brutal, an unholy clamor, yet 
with single-minded intensity. Todd Trainer 
whacks his drums with endless ferocity, Bob 
Weston stands mostly stands still (except when 
he was pretending to be a plane at set’s end) and 
nails down thick bass chords and Steve Albini 
jabs at his guitar, bringing out steely strum and 
drang (forgive the poetic license). Along with the 
music, you also get the pointed (and often hilari- 
ous) commentary—spying a writer in the audi- 
ence, Bob Weston opined “I hope you paid to get 
in” and Albini added, “ah, bend ‘em over a piano, 
put a bag on their head and you can fuck ‘em same 
as anyone else.” His best line: “Why is it the 
stupidest people have the loudest voices.” Spa- 
cious, yet full-bore aggressive and also with a 
hint of melodic intent. Kustomized have rarely 
been better, now integrating some of the slower, 
headier songs from their album and punctuating 
the fast songs with gleeful, primal screams. 
Chavez have monstrous possibilities, as well— 
featuring ex-Bullet LaVolta guitarist Clay Tarver 
and Live Skull pounder James Lo, Chavez ap- 
proximate a happy medium between full-on as- 
sault and rhythmic melodicism—a collision of 
Shellac and Arcwelder, to simplify things. 

The Queers haven't played in town in the 
better part of a year and drew a decent-sized 
throng to their matinee at the Middle East. Fast 
and crazed--they probably crammed 25 songs in 
a 45 minute set, dodging the stage divers without 
missing a beat (a note: I felt the stage security 
were a little excessive in removing one audience 
back-up vocalist during "Rockaway Beach"). 
Showcase Showdown preceded with a non-stop 
punk barrage of their own. 

Two strong warm-up performances of note, 
where the headliners were clearly upstaged: Love 
Battery's corrosive, mind-expanding psych/hard 
rock provided a blistering counterpoint to Bettie 
Serveert's pleasant, but somnabulent pop. Ditto 
for Superchunk, who wailed through their songs 
(at the Orpheum!) with relentless, buoyant en- 
ergy, before Belly played a scattershot set of 
bouncy, frayed pop music. Both headline bands 
feature strong, confident vocalists, but the songs 
lack much in the way of grit, strong hooks or 
lasting intensity, although Belly's "Gepetto" and 
"Feed The Tree" mainly succeed on that accord. 
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RECORDS & CD'S 


A.C.-40 Top Hits (Earache) 

Yeah, the oi version of “Staying Alive” is funny and they 
muck up “American Woman” fairly convincingly, but it's 
still almost all noise. OK, in their defense, a few of the 
songs are actually musical and some of the song titles 
reflect a warped brilliance—"Living Colour Is My Favorite 
Black Metal Band,” “I Liked Earache Better When Dig 
Answered The Phone,” “Breastfeeding Jm J. Bullock’s 
Toenail Collection,” but a small amount of inspiration can't 
make up for a large amount of unlistenable shit. (295 
Lafayette St.,#915, NY, NY 10012) 


ACID BATH-When The Kite String Pops (Rotten) 

Despite the sickness/cool of having John Wayne Gacy 
paintings on the cover, credible lyricism and a vocalist 
with range, Acid Bath are still pretty much stuck in the 
death/doom-metal rut. Too much double-bass pedal 
monontony, grinding riffs and a semi-pretentious ambi- 
ance. Musically nimble, but lacking an explosive, cathar- 
tic element. (PO Box 2157, Montclair, CA 91763) 


ACTION SWINGERS-Quit While You’re Ahead 
(Caroline) 

Re-pack of two early singles and 5 unreleased tracks. 
This version of the Swingers took a primal, garage bash 
route, as opposed to the primal hardcore stylings of Ned’s 
current incarnation. As raw and rough as it gets and 
liberatingly noisy. Ex-Pussy Galore guitarist Julia Cafritz, 
Gumball's Don Fleming and Dinosaur’s J Mascis play on 
various tracks. (114 W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


ADZ-Where Were You? (Lethal) 

The Adolescents, by any other name, back again, and 
the main core of Tony, Rikk and Casey. Back to the punk 
roots, mainly loud and fast. Not much of the melody stuff, 
opting, instead, for full-on scrappy thrash and tough mid- 
tempo tracks, with Tony sounding as eternally-pissed as 
he did in ’81. In fact, the years have added a weathered 
ravage to the tonsils and the rough production brings out 
the band's primal scorch. One of the bands that started 
the whole SoCal thing, still kicking it out effectively. (PO 
Box 14868, Long Beach, CA 90803-1414) 


AFFECTED-A Fate Worse Than A Fate Worse Than 
Death (Frontier) 
Pop tunes incorporating a reverence for 70s rock ‘n roll 


and bubblegum. There should be a moratorium placed on 
covers of Tommy Tutone’s “Jenny” and Scot's high vocals 
Start to grate, after awhile, but they know how to put some 
hooks in their big, catchy riffs. “No One Else” and “Let It 
Bleed” use Stones-ish moves (as if you couldn't tell by the 
latter title)—not a straight cop, but a definite inspiration. 
Not a bad stab at recycling classic rock influences. (PO 
Box 22, Sun Valley, CA 91353-0022) 


ALCOHOLICS UNANIMOUS-Dr. Kegger, M.D. (Tear It 
Up) 

What a disgusting cover—and the musical contents 
aren't pretty, either. A tribute to the drinking song, with 
originals, vintage beer commercials and covers by the 
likes of The Nightcaps, GG Allin and Creedence (“Bad 
Moon Rising” done as “Beer On The Horizon”). Sloppy 
and fucked-up, incorporating country, classic rock, punk 
and R&B sax-honk into their twisted concoction. Great 
liner notes—and while | don’t exactly enjoy the company 
of people who live to get fucked up, well, it makes for an 
interesting perspective, nonetheless. Not for the x-on- 
hand set, by any means! (Band: c/o Irwin, 1228S. 2nd St., 
#2, Philadelphia, PA 19147) 


ALKALOID-Songs For A Tough Skin (Springbox) 

About as middling as it gets. | don’t feel strongly, either 
positively or negatively about Alkaloid (formerly known as 
Poobah). Rock/groove/grunge with a somewhat over- 
emotive vocalist. Competent, yet no full-blown grit or 
consistent power to hammer away at your senses. Nor is 
it too lightweight to be called corporate or anything. (PO 
Box 1063, Benicia, CA 94510) 


ALL-Pummel (Interscope) 

They're on a major label and have an advisory sticker 
on the front (Greg Ginn must be rolling his eyes at that 
one), but not much else has changed. The band is tight, 
as always, and Chad's raspy croon provides the best 
vocal presence they've ever had. Furious punk/pop, a bit 
edgier and angrier sounding than usual and Bill 
Stevenson’s lyrics, especially, lash out at broken relation- 
ships, rock critics and, unfortunately, gay people 
(“Hetero”)—I'm not sure if it's tongue in cheek or taking a 
satirical point of view, but I’m not sure what to make of the 
line “I never get any chicks, but it’s better than a gun, or 
a dick in the mouth.” Hmmm... 





ARCHERS OF LOAF (Photo: Scott) 


ALLOY-Paper Thin Front (Engine, EP) 

Still with that seething, about to boil-over rage, though 
some different musical wrinkles, as well. | guess the 
proper term would be heavier—denser riffs, slower tem- 
pos, but still with lots of melody and, as always, a thought- 
ful view at how fucked up the world has become. “Gradu- 
ate,” meanwhile, packs a visceral, punk rock punch. 
Equally raging is the hidden, bonus track at the end. (PO 
Box 1575, New York, NY 10009) 


ANTIETAM-rope-a-dope (Homestead) 

Antietam have made some great records and some 
miserable failures, over the years, and this falls some- 
where in the middle. Headier, almost psychedelic, at 
times—the soulful organ for “Graveyard” and garage rock 
of “Hands Down” are the most obvious tributes. “rope-a- 
dope” is more introspective and less-driving than their 
Triple X albums. Engaging, though not reaching any sort 
of mesmerizing zenith. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 
11571-0800) 


ARCHERS OF LOAF-Vee Vee (Alias) 

So many connoisseurs of indy rock that I’m acquainted 
with just swear godhead by this band. That lofty claim 
eludes me somewhat, but the Archers are a pretty damn 
good band and their albums don’t get bogged down in any 
sort of predictability. Sublime melodies, often buried un- 
derneath prickly, strange guitar shards and emotional/ 
earnest vocals. The vulnerability of “Nevermind The En- 
emy” has an honesty and beauty, riding a skewed guitar 
line and frayed vocal. “Nostalgia” and “Let The Loser 
Melt” make noisier statements. | have a feeling I’m going 
to like this more and more as | repeatedly listen to it. (2815 
W. Olive Ave., Burbank, CA 91505) 


ARCWELDER-Xerxes (Touch and Go) 

Listening to Arcwelder is like listening to a mantra with 
a beat. The band’s danceable, melodic swirl has a style all 
its own and its easy to get caught up in their propulsive, 
but often haunting songs. “All My Want For Need” is a 
gorgeous gem that nearly rivals “Will When You Won't” 
from the last album for hookiness. “Let Down” also fea- 
tures an inescapable descending melody line. “Pull” was 
my album of the year for 93 and “Xerxes” is a strong 
follow-up effort. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


AVAIL-Dixie (Lookout) 

Wow...one hell of a punk album. Avail have the power, 
hooks, chops and recklessness to provide for a non- 
formulaic, slam-bang longplayer. A cover of Mellenhead’s 
“Pink Houses’ that outdoes Doc Hopper's and stinging, 
high-charged songs of their own. “Clone” alternates be- 
tween thorny bash and a strangely harmonized chorus, 
while “Sidewalk” shows a thrashier side. A quantum leap 
from their first album. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 
94701) 


BABE THE BLUE OX-Color Me Babe (Homestead) 

Varied, as usual, but Babe's latestis a little too uneven. 
Ambitious, though...drone pop (“King Of The Rain”), child- 
like innocence (“Except”) and a marriage of free jazz and 
“Satanic Majesties’ Request” (“There’s A Hole In The 
Crotch Of My Work Pants”). Throwing the kitchen sink on 
amusical canvas. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 11571- 
0800) 


BABOON-Face Down In Turpentine (Grass) 

More of that noise-slug thing—noisy music that slugs 
in the gut; Crain and Wreck operate in similar territory. 
Baboon have other variables—hardcore velocity, atonal 
horns (like the Cows) and even a hook or two. Inspired 
volume damage. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 11571- 
0800) 


BACKBITER-Get Together (Blue Man From Uranus) 

Backbiter’s inspirations aren’t hard to figure out—a 
strong dose of Roky Erickson, with a dash of the Who's 
early explosiveness. There are worse ways to go and 
Backbiter keep it raw enough to be appealing, especially 
the one-two punch of “Flying” and “Ain’t Coming Back.” 
and equally rockin’ “Rolled.” “Slide Machine’ is a credible, 
bluesy acoustic ballad. Worth checking out. (8040 Okean 
Terrace, LA, CA 90046) 


BAD RELIGION-Stranger Than Fiction (Atlantic) 

You always know what to expect with a Bad Religion 
album, though they have mixed things up on their last 
few albums. “Stranger Than Fiction” is a significant 
return to form, after the moderately-disappointing 
“Recipe For Hate.” Fast, catchy and hooky and the 
clear production doesn't dilute the band’s power. “Tele- 
vision” features a charming, ratty guest vocal from 
Rancid’s Lint. “Stranger Than Fiction,” “21st Century 
Digital Boy,” “InnerLogic” and the Buzzcocks-sounding 
“The Handshake” slow the tempo down to enhance the 
stinging, melodic flow. Even if they’ve signed with a 
major (and destroyed their “punk cred” with some 
folks), there’s no artistic o7 lyrical compromise. And no 
Eddie Vedder this time, either! 


BADTOWN BOYS-Ep-i-dem-ic (Gift Of Life) 

Nothing complex—basic loud and fast punk, just like 
their last few albums. The intro to “Welcome Like 
America” sounds like Mott the Hoople, though. “Chas- 
ing The Sound” has a scrappier, garage edge. Nothing 
to find fault with, if not scintillatingly original. (distr. by 
Cargo) 


STIV BATORS-L.A. L.A. (Bomp)/DEAD BOYS-Night 
Of The Living Dead Boys (Bomp) 

Another vault plundering to pay tribute to the dead 
Dead Boy. “L.A. L.A.” compiles demos, alternate takes 
and single tracks into a hitand miss proposition. As with 
his solo album, “Disconnected,” Bators’ emphasis was 
on 60s-derived pop with a garage-ish angle. Hooks and 
power punctuate the likes of “I'll Be Alright” and “The 
Last Year.” The jam session with Jimmy Pursey (of 
Sham 69), Kim Fowley and other hangers-on is less 
enticing. The Dead Boys’ disc is a reissue of their live 
album featuring spirited, if sloppy performances, plus a 
disposable recording of their final, '86 reunion. Novices 
would be steered towards their studio albums and the 
semi-legitimate “Younger Louder and Snottier” album for 
a stronger Dead dose. Great liner notes for both pack- 
ages, by the way. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


BAZOOKA-Blowhole (SST) 

Sax/bass/drums jazz rock trio. I’m not that up on jazz, 
to be honest, but the rhythm section cooks and the sax 
playing has a distinct, soulful personality. “My Favorite 
Pearl” borrows pretty freely from Coltrane, while “Billie’s 
Bounce” has more of a swing/bebop feel (to mix genres). 
Structured and fairly traditional-sounding. (PO Box 1, 
Lawndale, CA 90260) 


BEATS THE HELL OUT OF ME (Metal Blade) 
Similarities to Helmet, in the snare-slam, lockstep 
groove and guitar grind, aside, Beats The Hell Out Of Me 
manage to create a credible ruckus. A dark undertow to 
the proceedings, plus a little more flow and melody than 
the aforementioned NY baseball cap-clad crew. The 
emphasis is still on repetitive riffs and angry vocals, but 
the songs incorporate some nightmarish and textured 
guitar lines and take some interesting turns along the way. 
(2345 Erringer Rd., #108, Simi Valley, CA 93065) 


BED OF EYES-Crimp In The Facts (Alive) 

Tepid garage and punk, facking the grit or rawness to 
really kickin your senses. The male/female vocal tradeoffs 
and semi-hookiness bring X to mind. Wish this had a bit 
more oomph! (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


BEGUILED-Blue Dirge (Crypt) 

No dirges, here—just rough ‘n tumble garage rock 
raunch, mixed with a psychobilly inflection. You can 
almost smell the stale beer and sweat that no doubt 
encompasses the ambiance for their live shows. Primitive 
drum bashing, reverb-minimalist guitar and gonad-vibrat- 
ing bass to go along with those mysterious and nasty 
vocals. The Beguiled aren’t cuddly paisley moptops— 
there’s something more sinister—a walk on the darker 
side. (PO Box 140528, Staten Island, NY 10314-0528) 


BENDER-Funny Kar (Ringing Ear) 

Decent enough power-pop, complete with plaintive 
vocals, hooks and crackling guitars. Sounds like a recipe 
for success. Slap a big smiley-face sticker on the sleeve. 
(9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, NH 03857) 





BLACK TRAIN JACK 


BERSERK (Go-Kart) 

Completely enjoyable, non self-conscious punk/pop 
songs. Hooks ‘n energy, merging the pop sensibility with 
the urge to raise hell. Berserk sound like a less rootsy, less 
60s-derived version of the Magnolias—an appreciation 
for the timeless qualities of pure, heart-driven rock ‘n roll, 
delivered in contemporary fashion and with no maudlin 
trappings. (PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NY, NY 10012) 


JELLO BIAFRA-Beyond The Valley Of The Gift Police 
(Alternative Tentacles, 3 CD) 

Whew—a lot of information to wade through. Consider 
this almost an audio book, a dissemination of plenty of 
scary data. Biafra details his encounters with the forces of 
evil, those who would censor, turn the country into a 
theocracy and those in power who are already robbing us 
blind. Then, to prove Tip O’Neill’s axiom that all politics 
(or, in this case, the path to destruction) is local, he points 
out the disinformation and conformity put forth in schools. 
The picture he paints is insidious and, given the recent 
election results and violent solutions fostered by some 
parties (like the pro-life nazis), what Biafra says needed 
to be heard, more than ever. Sure he’s long-winded, sure 
he pontificates ad nausum, but Biafra’s on the right 
side...all this “scene” infighting, worries about what's punk 
and what isn’t, doesn’t mean shit in the larger scheme of 
things andit’s time more so-called punks realized that and 
turned their attention to what's really going on. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) 


BIG DRILL CAR-No Worse For The Wear (Headhunter) 

Good album title—it fits the bill. A few years since the 
last BDC studio album, a change in rhythm section and 
they sound, well, you fill in the blank. Hooky pop polished 
to a clean sheen by the All boys (Bill and Stephen). Loud 
guitars, smooth vocals and a punchy thrust. Can't say it’s 
quite up to the level of their“LP Type Thing” album, butit’s 
pleasant listening, nonetheless. You know what to ex- 
pect, at this point. (4901-906 Morena Bivd., San Diego, 
CA 92117) 


BIG RIG-Expansive Heart (Lookout, EP) 

4 songs just isn’t enough—near-perfect emo/punk. 
Catchy and heart-grabbing, especially “Will Alone,” draw- 
ing inspiration from Cal. punk’s early 80s heyday. And the 
vocalist is ex-Oplvy man Jesse. Get this! (PO Box 11374, 
Berkeley, CA 94701) 


BILE-Suckpump (Energy) 


In the wake of Ministry and NIN’s success, 
send in the clones. Bile mix up metal guitars, heavy 
percussion, sampling and are sure to put shit and fuck 
in a few of their song titles. Drive and aggression and 
some more ponderous experimentation. Ultimately, 
though, Bile are sifting through Jourgensen and 
Reznor’s dregs. (545 8th Ave., 17th Floor, NY, NY 
10018) 


BIOHAZARD-State Of The World Address (Warner 
Bros.) 

Will success spoil Biohazard? Will they give 
up their digs in Brooklyn and move to White Plains or 
the Hamptons? Beats me, but signing with a major 
hasn't changed their sound all that much. A little piano 
and acoustic guitar here and there—the classical 
guitar/prog rock intro to “Failed Territory” could've 
been lifted from a cheesy 70s album—but the main 
method of attack is still hardcore/metal crunch, with a 
hip-hop inflection in the vocals and some of the ar- 
rangements. Raw, gritty and mosh-inducing. They 
play it well. 


BLACK TRAIN JACK-You’re Not Alone (Roadrun- 
ner) 

God, how could anyone sound so happy all 
the time? Power of positive thinking? Definitely part of 
Black Train Jack’s mode of operation. That attitude 
goes along with a well-played, uptempo pop/punk 
sound and Rob's peppy, perky, cherubic vocals. No 
major deviation from what they did on the first album— 
clean production providing a sheen for the punchy 
songs. Acouple songs showa heavier side and there’s 
a cover of Steve Miller's “Joker” (a straight-edge band 
singing about being a “midnight toker’? Weird) but no 
other surprises. (536 Broadway, 4th Floor, New York, 
NY 10012) 


BLACK VELVET FLAG-Come Recline (Go Kart) 

Too cool for words—from the parody of the “Decline Of 
Western Civilization” (both the artwork and the intervie 
segments on the disc) to the lounge versions | ih 
hardcore classics as “No Values,” “Institutionalized,” “1 
Don't Care About You,” “Wasted” and a few more. Most 
of the time, they also rearrange the songs, and the lyrics 
sneak up on you (imagine “Institutionalized” set to an 
exotic ripoff of War's “Spill The Wine” melody). It was 
probably a matter of time before someone did this—Love 
Jones are indy rock guys doing the cocktail glass-klink 
thing and they've dabbled in offbeat cover versions, but 
BVF may be the kings of tux/leisure-suit set. Hilarious. 
(PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NY, NY 10012) 


BLITZ BABIEZ-On The Line (Spent) 

Australian punk/pop band, mixing up hooky structures 
and some thrashy ramalama. Joanne sounds alterately 
sweet and nasty, depending on the song and the guitars 
blast through, as they should. Not bad. (PO Box 215, 
Alexandria, NSW, AUSTRALIA 2015) 


BLOW POPS-American Beauties (Get Hip) 

Pristine pop music, right down to the Beatle and Byrd- 
inspired arrangements and every resonating jangly chord. 
Produced by Shoes’ Jeff Murphy, which is about as wise 
a choice as they could have made, since that band has 
traded in the same sort of thing for 15 years. If the sounds 
of the 60s still give you goosebumps, this album will fit the 
bill. (PO Box 666, Canonsburg, PA 15317) 


BMX BANDITS-Life Goes On (Tristar/Creation) 

Frothy, wimpy pop music. Almost baroque in it’s ap- 
proach. The Bandits spawned Teenage Fanclub and 
“Little Hands” has the same sort of blissful, Big Star rock 
emphasis, but that’s about the only track that doesn’t 
come off as a twee trifle. Yawn... 


BOLLWEEVILS-Stick Your Neck Out (Dr. Strange) 
History Of The Bollweevils, Part | (Dr. Strange) 
Despite the bucolic, hayseed band name, this ain't no 
bumpkin act. Fast, melodic punk rock. Soaring, yet gritty 
vocals anda punchy instrumental thrust (aren't adjectives 
sexual?). The Bollweevils take a hint from Dag Nasty and 
fellow Illinoians Screeching Weasel and wrap it up ina 
heart-racing package. But, please, there should be a 
moratorium on covers of Tommy Tutone’s “Jenny.” The 


“history” disc throws together singles, comp tracks andan 
early demo and it’s a pure punk-fest. Great versions of 
Naked Raygun’s “I Lie” and the Effigies’ classic “Body 
Bag.” Both are well-worth your time. (PO Box 7000-117, 
Alta Loma, CA 91701) 


BOLT THROWER-For Victory/War (Earache, dbl. CD) 

A new studio album and a live ’92 recording make up 
this heavy package. War is hell and Bolt Thrower ap- 
proach their music like a pitched battle. Juggling death, 
thrash and trad metal styles, resulting in a thick, heavy 
sound. Jet engine guitars and a thundering bottom end. 
“For Victory” shows the band becoming a little more 
musical and differentiating themselves somewhat from 
the death pack. (295 Lafayette St.,#915, NY, NY 10012) 


BONECRUSHER-World Of Pain (Lethal) 

Tough punk/garage/ROCK. Gruff, throaty vocals from 
Raybo and some solid tunes in “Drugstore” and “Porn 
Star’—ass-kicking in a timeless, no bullshit sense. 
Bonecrusher aren't exactly the most original band but 
they do what they do in sweat-soaked, Bud-guzzlin’ style. 
(PO Box 14868, Long Beach, CA 90803-1414) 


BOTTLE ROCKETS-The Brooklyn Side (ESD) 

All american, heartland rock ‘n roll, with pop and 
country in the mix—you can see the audience clinking 
their Budweisers in time. Yeah, the PC-slam for the 
country-flavored “Idiot's Revenge” is amusing and these 
guys are competent and do the musical smorgasbord 
thing, but it’s strictly bar-band fodder. (530 N. 3rd St., 


Minneapolis, MN 55401) 


BOUNCING SOULS-The Good, The Bad, And The 
Argyle (BYO/Chunksaah) 

Snappy punk and hardcore and it’s fun...not enough 
bands bring a smile with a kitschy sense of humor, but 
these NJ punk vets pull it off. “Old School” uses a big- 
chord, melodic emo sound to get its anti-faction message 
across. “These Are The Quotes From Our Favorite 80s 
Movies’ fuses just that with an infectious thrash arrange- 
ment and, in the inspired covers dept., there’s “I Want 
Candy,” popularized by Bow Wow Wow and the Wait- 
resses’ smarmy “I Know What Boys Like.” (PO Box 974, 
New Brunswick, NJ 08903) 


BRACKET-924 Forestville St. (Caroline) 

Bracket’s sound may have punk drive, but there’s a 
pure pop instinct at the core—very '70s power pop, bright 
and hooky guitars and harmonies. “Can't Make Me” 
comes off like an updated version of Cheap Trick’s “I Want 
You To Want Me,” if it had been conceived in Berkeley. 
While Bracket may not be as over the top as the die-hards 
would prefer, it’s pleasant-enough. Kept thinking of a 
lighter Mr. T. Experience, for what that’s worth. (114 W. 
26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


BRAINIAC-Bonsai Superstar (Grass) 

Not that they ever exactly wrote pop songs, but 
Brainiac's second album is more “out there.” Synthesizer 
whooshes unheard since the heyday of Devo or Pere 
Ubu, odd guitar chords and an overriding weirdness that 
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actually becomes engaging after listening to the album a 
fewtimes. Strange brilliance. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., 
NY 11571-0800) 


BRISE-GLACE-When In Vanitas (Skin Graft) 

Instrumental background music—that’s the impres- 
sion | get. A couple of the lengthier compositions feature 
extended periods of near silence. A few segments of 
nervy rock and lots of lull. Minimalist to the extreme, while 
encompassing a lot of differing ideas. Is that a contradic- 
tion? To be honest, I’m not intrigued enough to explore it 
any further. (PO Box 257546, Chicago, IL 60625) 


BRUTAL TRUTH-Need To Control (Earache) 
Extreme death thrash and grind it out intensity in one 
over the top package. Newdrummer Rich Hoak’s hardcore 
roots mean a flail-away tightness to go with Kevin and 
Danny's shrieks and growls. More musical than typical 
death fodder and, though hookless, living up to the brutal 
part of the name. (295 Lafayette St.,#915, NY, NY 10012) 


B-THONG-Skinned (Pavement) 

Swedish band drawing from Prong, Metallica and Alice 
In Chains for its repertoire. Doomy, crunchy arrange- 
ments and some more accessible moments, all with a 
predominant groove in its foundation. “Violent Blows” 
nicks a progression from UFO's “Shoot Shoot,” revealing 
the band’s metal root. Highly dangerous music? Notquite, 
but effectively dispensing with the bullshit. (PO Box 476867, 
Chicago, IL 60647) 


BUGJUICE-Que Va (Ringing Ear) 

Another band in the Sonic Youth/MBV vein, but not 
bad. Good melodic tunes in a dense production, which 
fortunately manages to cut through the haze of feedback. 
Still too early to say if this band has anything to bring to the 
table. (9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, NH 03857) (Rob Ross) 


BUILT TO SPILL-There’s Nothing Wrong With Love 
(Up) 

Not much wrong with Built To Spill, either. Less mess, 
more pop. The songs have a 60s-like innocence with 
disarming melodicism, blending gentle vocals with loud 
and soft passages. “Some” works that mixture to perfec- 
tion. “Car,” adding keyboards and cello to a lovely melody, 
echoes the classic pop textures of the Move and early 
ELO (who were Beatles plunderers, themselves). Charm- 
ing ditties. (PO Box 21328, Seattle, WA 98111-3328) 


BUSINESS-Keep The Faith (Century Media) 

They're back, with most of the original lineup, and still 
loud ‘n ornery as ever. The Business, those soccer-loving 
bad boys, return with a polished, but energetic longplayer. 
No sentiment either for soccer rivals (“Maradonna”) or 
dead rock stars (“Holiday In Seattle”), but true to their 
working class, punk and oi roots and even if it means 
attracting a room full of boneheads to their shows, there’s 
something to be said for the band’s ability to combine 
punchy guitar riffs and a hook. (1453-A 14th St., #324, 
Santa Monica, CA 90404) 


BUTTERFLY TRAIN-Building Distrust From Trust (Up) 
Guitarless, but rockin’. Butterfly Train utilize two bass 
players and there’s aninviting counterpoint of thick chords 
and sober melody lines. At times, they approximate the 
complex melodicism of Treepeople (that band’s Doug 
Martsch, now in Built To Spill, was involved in the produc- 
tion). Warm and hooky, not always in an obvious way, 
either. (PO Box 21328, Seattle, WA 98111-3328) 


BUTTERGLORY-Crumble (Merge) 

Minimal, melodic and subdued. Warm pop done in an 
understated fashion, similar to Pavement or Yo La Tengo. 
Can't think of anything more original to say about it, but 
that covers it. Decent. (PO Box 1235, Chapel Hill, NC 
27514) 


BUTTSTEAK-Old Terror In New Buildings (Go-Kart) 

New wave lives! Buttsteak continue to pay homage to 
those wacky, quirky early-80s sounds, with an equal eye 
to the present. Sometimes annoying, sometimes 
rambunctiously-inviting and occasionally both. What else 
can you say about a song called “Fucky, Sucky”? “Smack 
Lord’ will have you chanting oingo boingo, oingo boingo. 
Semi-cool. (PO Box 20, Prince St. Station, NY, NY 10012) 
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BUTT TRUMPET-Primitive Enema (Chrysalis) 

My favorite band name in awhile and Butt Trumpet live 
up to the promise. Only, to partially paraphrase the late 
great Lester Bangs, no trumpets, just guitars. The guitars 
that destroyed the world. Obnoxious as hell punk rock, 
with fuck-off vocals and backups and a lyrical litany 
liberally peppered with lots of fucks, shits and other 
inspirational cusswords. Song titles like “Dead Dogs,” 
“Clusterfuck,”'“I’m Ugly And | Don’t Know Why” and the 
classic “I Left My Flannel In Seattle.” Produced by Geza 
X, who gave us the all-time anthem “Kill The Hippies” back 
in ’78 and knows how to provide maximum buzz. (origi- 
nally released on Hell Yeah) 


BUZZKILL-I Feel Like Myself Again (Antidote, EP) 


Formerly known as Butthead and this is a disc | keep: 


going back to. Short ‘n sweet and packed with blistering 
power from start to finish. A punk rush, some metallish 
tinges and bad tempered enough to encourage anti- 
social behavior. “Why Me” and “Unsung” just fuckin’ 
BURN, with sizzling guitar destruction and a hard-driving 
tempo and “Kicked My Dad” kicks with thrashed-out blitz. 
Yep, this is quite good...(PO Box 505, New Brunswick, NJ 
08901) 


BUZZOV-EN-Sore (Roadrunner) 

These Rithmond crazies find themselves on the label 
that has brought us the likes of the Great Kat and Deicide 
(and Type O and Black Train Jack, too) and Buzzoveen 
sound as psychotaic as ever. Mix up prime Black Flag and 
early COC and add superior production and it’s a mind- 
fucking rollercoaster ride. In this realm of processed 
hardcore and predictability, Buzzoveen sound refresh- 
ingly NUTS and capable of causing all sorts of damage, 
both physical and psychological. (536 Broadway, 4th 
Floor, New York, NY 10012) 


BUZZ PROPHETS-Raw (Tender Stone) 

Nope, ain't raw at all—well, the production is, sort of, 
but the music is faceless, semi-hard bar-band rock. A 
croonin’ vocalist and tepid arrangements possessing no 
power or grit. “Real” mines Pearl Jam for all it's worth, as 
if that's something to be proud of. “NYC’s answer to 
alternative rock” as the press release crows? Nope, just 
the sort of band that keeps me out the clubs. (67-29 Main 
St., Flushing, NY 11367) 


CADILLAC TRAMPS-It’s Allright (Dr. Dream) 

Coolandlame tendencies mixed together. The Tramps 
have a hell-raising side, mixing punk, rockabilly and 
rootsy rock, but it also veers into bar-band territory a little 
too often. Maybe I’m a purist, but there's a certain amount 
of snot and roughness missing to push this into scorch 
territory. (841 W. Collins, Orange, CA 92667) 


CANDY MACHINE-A Modest Proposal (Skene!) 
Past-looking and also contemporary—the song list- 
ings mimic the Mekons’ “Strnen” album and Candy Ma- 
chine draw obvious inspiration from those guys and, more 
blatantly, Gang Of Four, but it’s not exactly “Entertain- 
ment 2.” Jarring guitars blending with crack rhythms and 
detached, narrated vocals. Agitprop (or agitpop, if you 
will) you can dance to. (PO Box 4522, St. Paul, MN 55104) 


CANNIBAL CORPSE-The Bleeding (Metal Blade) 
First, the good news—Cannibal Corpse have actually 
improved, musically. Of course, this improvement is a 
matter of degree. It's speed of light death metal, although 
the band displays intricacy and stop on a dime tightness. 
Now the bad news—the exceedingly misogynist lyrics of 
“Fucked With A Knife,” “Stripped, Raped and Strangled,” 
and “She Was Asking For It.” Even if the intent is a 
voyeuristic study of what causes such things to happen, 
you have to wonder about the sort of mind that would 
come up with lines like “From behind, | cut her crotch/In 
her ass, | stuck my cock, killing as | cum.” With violence 
towards women a nationwide tragedy, it'd be more admi- 
rable for Cannibal Corpse to speak out against such 
horrors rather than just “tell the tale.” Vocalist Chris 
Barnes says, in the press release, that he doesn't con- 
done violence against women. Perhaps his lyrics should 
reflect that statement a little more clearly. There’s some- 
thing troubling about all this...’m no PC blowhard, but this 
goes t0o far. (2345 Erringer Rd., #108, Simi Valley, CA 
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93065) 


CATHERINE-Sleepy (TVT, EP)/Sorry (TVT) 

Prozac rock? Well, if Whiny Billy Corrigan’s co-produc- 
ing it, you can expect something dreamlike, but Catherine 
do manage to surprise with a thornier guitar sound. “It’s 
No Lie” takes the hazy, My Bloody Valentine route, but 
“Sleepy,” after its acoustic intro, degenerates into an 
obscene noise orgy. Intriguing. “Sorry,” the full-length, 
continues in similar, if slightly uneven, vein. Loud, boister- 
ous rockers, but occasionally less-distinguished, lethar- 
gic material, as well. Overall, though, it’s a pleasant, 
buzzy pop drone. (23 E. 4th St., NY, NY 10003) 


KEN CHAMBERS-No Reaction (Taang) 

Kenny's been plying his pop songcraft for over a 
decade, mainly in Moving Targets and now on his second 
solo album. More subdued than the Targets, though still 
packing the hooks, especially “In Between,” “Tempation” 
and “Too Hard To Wait.” “Wintergreen,” an instrumental, 
shows his ability to elicit pretty/stinging guitar sounds. | 
miss the Targets’ sonic adrenalin, somewhat, but this is 
still a credible, more-than-listenable effort. (PO Box 51, 
Auburndale, MA 02166) 


CHARLES BROWN SUPERSTAR (Mighty, EP) 

Super-distorted electronic minimalism. You can dance 
to it, but who'd want to. They even strip Gary Numan’s 
“Cars” to a more primitive state, if it's possible. “Block- 
head,” sounding a little like early Wire, almost succeeds, 
but superstardom seems elusive, at this point. (6607 
Sunset Blvd., LA, CA 90028) 


CHER U.K.-Go-Go Fish (Red Decibel) 

Cher’s second album starts out strong, with the surg- 
ing pop of “Court” and there are other moments that come 
close or show an interesting, experimental edge. Still, the 
production isn’t up to snuff nor are enough of the songs 
truly attention-grabbing to make it a keeper. (2217 Nicollet 
Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55404) 


CHERUBS-Heroin Man (Trance) 

There's still nothing cherubic or particularly nice about 
this band. Chaotic, hammering and full-on loud. Kevin's 
high-pitched vocals give new meaning to “against the 
grain” and both his and Owen's more “manly” vocals 
struggle to be heard over the piledriving fray. They sample 
the signal you get when you leave the phone off the hook 
to an annoying effect (“Stag Party”) and lay waste to the 
senses in bulldozing fashion for pretty much the duration. 
Volume can be such a deadly weapon in the right hands 
and these guys handle it with the skill necessary to blow 
away brain matter. Too many violent illiterations? Rock 
writer overkill? Hey, just listen to the fuckin’ album and tell 
me. (PO Box 49771, Austin, TX 78765) 


CHILDREN ON STUN-Tourniquets Of Loves Desire 
(Cleopatra) 

I'm a sucker for that somber, early 80s sound—pas- 
sionate vocals, chiming guitar, percolating bass and 
melodic synth lines. Joy Division, early Cure and New 
Order and the underrated Sound had it nailed and Chil- 
dren On Stun are bringing it back. A controlled rage, non- 
wallowing while still have that not-so-happy ambiance. 
(8726 S. Sepulveda Blvd., Suite D82, Los Angeles, CA 
90045) 


CHIMPANZEES-EI Chimpo Grande 

As clever as this band may attempt to be and as 
successful as they are at putting together a scrappy, late- 
70s-inspired take on NY scrap-heap punk, Japanese 
transplant Naoko’s vocals are exceedingly annoying. 
Think of a pre-pubescent Poly Styrene—high-pitched, 
shrill, almost as bad as Kate Pierson of the B-52’s (no, 
wait, no one could be that awful). The whole effect is the 
sound of a bad day at day-care, despite some smart 
musical moves, like Squeeky’s knowing Robert Quine-ish 
solo during “Heisei Gannen.” Really, | wanted to like 
this...Andin a sick way, | do. But, believe me, you gotta be 
in the mood ! (Nozawa, 335 E. 10th St., NY, NY 10009) 


CHROME CRANKS (PCP/Matador) 

Is this the modern-day blues? Peter Aaron must have 
something torturing his soul, possibly the same demons 
that possessed Jeffrey Lee Pierce over a decade ago, 
‘cause the two men share a similar warbling style. Herky- 
jerk bluesabilly, touching on the classic roots and adding 
a grind-it-out, noisemonger psychosis to the stew. Dark 
and scary. (Pssst...in another life, Peter played bass in 
Cincinnati hardcore band Sluggo!) (PO Box 1689, NY, NY 
10009-8908) 


CHUCKLEHEAD-Fuzz (Summit) 

Straight R&B/funk, polished to a sheen and certain to 
get the party animals hopping. Only problem is, to quote 
lan MacKaye, | don't like parties. They're adept at what 
they do, but it’s also professional-sounding to the point of 
being Stepford-like. (PO Box 995, Boston, MA 02123) 


CITIZENS ARREST (Lost & Found) 

All of this NY band’s recordings, including comp. 
tracks, their 7" and LP. Intense, flurry-fast hardcore from 
a band that flamed out too quickly. Alternating between 
those Siege-like stop/start spasms and slower pound 
(“Burst Of Silence” has dramatic Sab riffs, whether they'd 
admit it or not), the band’s tight execution and Dary!’s bile- 
filled vocals made an effective tandem. Bassist Joe Martin 
and guitarist Janis Cakars have continued with Hell No 
and Darryl has recently been with Assiick. (IM Moore 8, 
30167 Hannover, GERMANY) 


CLAW HAMMER-Thank The Holder Uppers 
(Interscope) 

Too much coffee? Jon WahI wails and yowls like he’s 
ona permanent caffeine jag and the band sound similarly- 
fueled. More of a jazzy emphasis, as applied to high- 
octane rock ‘n roll and less immediately accessible, 
though they still create a joyful din. Early 70s Stones and 
the MCS5 provide obvious inspiration in their let-fly ap- 
proach. WahI’s tonsil gymnastics are an acquired taste 
and occasionally difficult to deal with, but the playing is 
confident and spirited. 


COBALT 60-Radiator (EP) 

Straight-forward hard rock, with one track (“Ignition”) 
kind of crossing the mainstream line. These '93 Rumble 
winners have a well-produced, guitar-driven punch in 
their favor and confident, full-bodied vocals from Keith 
Smith. Fairly standard and not exceedingly innovative, 
though hitting a solidly-rockin’ groove. (90 Wareham St., 
Boston, MA 02118) 


COBRA VERDE-Viva la Muerte (Scat) 

3/4 of the enormously-underrated Death Of Samantha 
show up in this band and, like DOS, there’s a great 
amount of originality to go along with a reverence to 70s 
roots. “I Thought You Knew (What Pleasure Was)” samples 
the guitar line from Nazareth’s version of “Shapes Of 
Things,” though you have to listen rea/close to hear it and 
the song has nothing in common with Nazareth. Straight- 
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forward rock, with plenty of melodic twists and turns. 
Edgy, but not heavy...these guys rock the same way BOC 
rocked in the early days or the Stones used to and, once 
again, there’s no conscious mimicry. Clever songwriting 
and deft, aggressive musicianship. (5466 Broadway #200, 
Cleveland, OH 44127) 


COLOSSUS OF THE FALL (Doghouse, EP) 

Overwrought post-hardcore—meaning heavy riffs, a 
somber, melodic undertow and dour vocals. Dirk (ex- 
Majority of One) is the singer, here, and his low-register 
baritone style creates the gloomy ambiance. A decided 
lack of energy for all the emotional capital invested. (PO 
Box 8946, Toledo, OH 43623) 


COMBINE-Norfolk, VA (Caroline) 

Noisy aggro-rock—kind of a broad description and 
Combine's sound works in a lot of different volume- 
enhanced elements. The repetitive, dramatic passages of 
Drive Like Jehu, Crain/Lizard rhythmic intensity, the dark, 
angry hammer-effect of Unsane, etc... Dynamic, explo- 
sive interplay spearheaded by sweeping, stinging guitar 
slash and economical rhythms. You get the idea. Post- 
whatever... (114 W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


COME-Don't Ask Don’t Tell (Matador)/Wrong Side + 2 
(Matador, EP) 

Powerful and cascading, stronger than their first al- 
bum. Thalia Zedek’s vocals are as impressively powerful 
as ever—few women (hell, men, for that matter) put 
across a simultaneously warm and haggard, world-weary 
soulfulness. Swinging, lurching arrangements that are 
both melodic and jarring. The single includes the lethar- 
gic, drawn-out blues of the title track (not too interesting), 
a surfy Swell Maps cover, “Loin Of The Surf” (better) and 
a ferocious rocker, “SVK” (best). Probably of interest 
mainly to loyal fans. (676 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 


CGOMPULSION-Conforter (Interscope) 

Compulsion are utterly generic, but in sort of a button- 
pushing way. Treading the ultimate ALTERNATIVE middle 
ground, with cranked guitars, loping bass-lines and ap- 
propriating Nirvana, Breeders, etc... for all it's worth. 
Thing is that they manage to come up with a few catchy 
songs, along the way. I’m almost ashamed of myself for 
somewhat enjoying something so crassly and shame- 
lessly executed. Oh, well... 


CONGO NORVELL-Music To Remember Him By 
(Basura!/Priority) 

Torch song blues, with a breathy female vocalist, some 
of which belongs on VH-1. Normally, | wouldn't even pay 
it any notice at all, except for the fact that the Congo here 
is none other than Kid Congo Powers, who used to play 
slash ‘n burn guitar for the Cramps and Gun Club (among 
others). While his prowess pokes through, on occasion, 
the laid-back ambiance neutralizes the effect. (PO Box 
39789, LA, CA 90039) 


CONSOLIDATED-Business Of Punishment (London) 

Not only have Consolidated widened their musical 
repertoire, they've even developed a sense of humor. Not 
that they were ever that grim-faced, but the lyrics here, 
while still pushing their leftist agenda, do itina slightly less 
dogmatic fashion. “Dog + Pony Show’ takes a humorous 
swipe at the music industry and questions Consolidated’s 
own place in that realm, accompained by a vicious rap 
slam that echoes early NWA. Not quite as much hip-hop 
(though it’s still there), opting more for rock ‘n soulful 
groove and conventional structures. While it doesn’t pack 
the aural punch of earlier albums, the diversity also 
prevents quick burnout from information overload. And 
they still include audience commentary at the end. The 
paradox of an anti-system artist signed to the multi-death 
corporation remains a point of contention (you could say 
the same for Rage Against The Machine and The Clash, 
a decade ago)—still, in the era of Limbaugh, more people 
need to hear this point of view, and not the just converted. 


COP SHOOT COP-Release (Interscope) 

Much more accessible, sort of...1 mean, | can’t see 
CSC exactly breaking through to the top 40. Jazzy, 
Foetus-isms (“It Only Hurts When | Breathe,” “Last Legs’). 
This formerly guitar-less band has added an axeman to 
the mix and horns and keyboards augment the twin-bass 


and percussion sound. Tod's gruff vocals add a dark, 
sinister edge to the band’s more streamlined clatter. 
Pounding, but with a more pronounced musical element. 


CORDUROY-Lisp (Broken, EP) 

The three newer tracks on this EP are sort of non- 
descript indy rock—pleasant, but uninvolving. The two 
rougher-sounding recordings, one done on a four track 
(“Vertical Slum”) and one a radio broadcast (“You Had To 
Be There”) up the ante—the latter is a medley, powered 
by super-distorted guitars, a plumbing of 70s rock heri- 
tage, pop cheese (the medley includes Madonna and 
Paula Abdul material, | believe) and an endearing, feed- 
back drenched sloppiness. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 
94146-0402) 


CORROSION OF CONFORMITY-Deliverance (Colum- 
bia) 

COC are back and this is the most polished album, yet. 
Mike Dean returns on bass and Pepper takes over the 
vocal slot, adding gutteral utterances to the Sab-crunch 
the band have veered towards in recent years. Still, while 
the pounding edginess remains, the three (!) acoustic 
interludes greatly increase the pretentiousness factor and 
it all starts to drag, after awhile. Certainly still head and 
shoulders above most heavy purveyors—and, lyrically, 
Still provocative and intelligent—but not the raging return 
I'd hoped for. 


COWS-Orphan’s Tragedy (Amphetamine Reptile) 

Almost a conventional rock record by the Cows’ stan- 
dards, though still pretty out there by any others. Careen- 
ing, stripped-down songs, though “My Bob” and “Shot 
Down’ display bluesier elements and “Smell Shelf” goes 
over the free-jazz/atonal cliff and is all the better for it—an 
obvious tribute to Ornette or ‘Trane, as strained through 
“LA Blues.” “Witch Hunt” shows those grunge losers what 
heaviness really ought to be. Fucked-up rock ‘n roll, man! 
(2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


CRAIN-Heater (Restless) 

Really heated up. Imagine a power-ball amalgamation 
of Tar, Wreck, Rapeman and Jesus Lizard in one vicious, 
aggressive package. And they’re not even from Chicago, 
instead hailing from Louisville. Crain, indeed, work famil- 
iar territory, but do it with body-pounding relentlessness. 
There’s a subtle melodic flow under some of the compo- 
sitions, but the main purpose of this music isn’t to soothe. 
Loin-grabbing bass lines, jackboot drumming, a steely 
guitar gnarl and vocals howling against the fray. A recipe 
for devastation. (1616 Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood, CA 
90028-6420) 


CRASH WORSHIP-Triple Mania Il (Charnel) 

Tribal trance noise with no form, structure or musical 
raison-d’etre. Worship no false idols. (PO Box 170277, 
SF, CA 94117-0277) 


HELIOS CREED-Busting Through The Van Allan Belt 
(Cleopatra)/Planet X (AmRep)/X-Rated Fairy Tales & 
Superior Catholic Finger (Cleopatra)/CHROME-The 
Clairaudient Syndrome (Dossier) 

More Creed than any sane being could digest in one 
Sitting. “Van Allen” is a mish-mash collection—four mini- 
mal, brief sound excursions, three live songs and two 
extended jams in a trio format with Andrew Weiss (Rollins 
Band) and his brother Jon, the second of which, “Bubble 
Butt,” is pretty mind-blowing. All of this is done in a more 
\or less power-rock format, especially on the live perfor- 
;mances. “Planet X” sticks to an otherworldly tack, throw- 
ing in some space thrash (“Waves”) and something some- 
what gothic (“Plato’s Cave”). Neither of these albums rank 
‘among his best work. Two older Helios titles are paired on 
one disc—"X-Rated Fairy Tales” is superb, his first solo 
album after leaving Chrome, from ’85. Sounding like a 
more straight-forward take on Chrome’s strengths, hard 
tocking structures and clear vocals are featured. “Catho- 
lic” comes closer to what Creed does these days, ina trio 
lineup, though it's more tightly focused and powerfully- 
gripping. Creed’s forté is alien guitar communication, 
filtering his six-string prowess through all sorts of techno- 
logical channels to create a drill-press effect. 

Speaking of Chrome, ex-bandmate Damon Edge has 
keptthe flag flying since their’83 split, butit’s in name only. 
“The Clairaudient Syndrome” is a pathetic pastiche of 


tepid, spacy goth rock done in a pretentious manner and 
when Edge’s vocals are left clean, you realize what a 
lousy vocalist he is. The title track is a 42 minute, mean- 
dering suite (no shit) that has no rhyme or musical reason. 
(Cleopatra: 8726 S. Sepulveda Blvd., Suite D82, Los 
Angeles, CA 90045/AmRep: 2645 1st Ave., S., Minne- 
apolis, MN 55408/Dossier: c/o ComeFour, 7 Dunham 
Place, Brooklyn, NY 11211) 


CRISIS-8 Convulsions (Too Damn Hype) 

Interesting new-style hardcore—Karyn's vocals range 
from smoothly melodic to gutteral and primal and the 
tuned-down, E-chord material is brutal and pounding. 
“Genesis” takes a poppier turn, almost like a grungy 
Velocity Girl. Folks who like the new, heavy style will enjoy 
this. (606 Willow Ave., Suite 3, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 


CROP DOGS-Wave Motion Gun (Round Flat) 

Fairly standard hardcore, though diverse—mix of emo, 
grunge, groove and melody, alternately reminiscent of 
Quicksand, Soulside, Reason To Believe and probably 
others I’m too lazy to think of. “Toronto” adds a ska flavor, 
complete with horns, to the punky proceedings. Nothing 
earth-shattering (and the vocals are a little weak), though 
there are moments that lift it above the mundane and their 
mixture of styles is a plus. (63 Lennox Ave., Buffalo, NY 
14226) 


CROWN ROAST-A Nose Has Many Jobs (Unclean) 
Crown Roast? Sounds like a type of coffee and this 
band’s sound from hell jolts harder than a double dose of 
iced coffee from the Dunkin Donuts on the Lynnway. Raw 
thrash/noise/aggro than revels inits pure ugliness. “Stam- 
pede” earns its title with its ham-handed, bloody pulp 
drum solo and the guitar sound is meaner than a stirred 
hornets’ nest. No hooks, just destructo-fuzz and, while 
overwhelming in one sitting, Crown Roast's flail hits the 
nerve dead-on. (PO Box 49737, Austin, TX 78765) 


CUBANATE-Antimatter (Dynamica) 

Technological destruction, again, like a meaner NIN, 
without the hooks. Done to death, at this point, though 
those who enjoy the sound of machines raising chaos will 
appreciate the dance-floor destructiveness. (8721 Sun- 
set Blvd., Hollywood, CA 90069) 


CYNICS-Get Our Way (Get Hip) 

After a mis-step with their last album, the Cynics return 
to what they do best, mining 60s garage and pop forms. 
If anything, “Get Our Way’ is more traditional than usual, 
though with a contemporary sheen. Burnin’ fuzz guitar on 
one song, jangly hooks on the next and Michael’s vocals 
can carry both a sneer and a heart on the sleeve. Not up 
to the gangbuster ferocity of “Rock ‘N Roll’—there doesn't 
seem to be quite as much of the primal urgency of that 
watershed album and equal attention is paid to pop as 
tave-up, here. Still, the Cynics remain one of the better 
bands plying the retro-based sound. (PO Box 666, 
Canonsburg, PA 15317) 


JEFF DAHL-Leather Frankenstein (Triple X) 

A simple idea—pop/punk with both a savage and 
bubblegum element and Dahl's been making the most of 
it for years. Reedy vocals, but crackling guitars and a 
whole lotta attitude. “Leather Frankenstein” doesn't quite 
have the ravaging power of his collaborations with Chee- 
tah Chrome a few years back, but it’s still way decent, in 
a Dolls-ish sorta way. (PO Box 862529, Los Angeles, CA 
90086-2529) 


DANCING FRENCH LIBERALS OF ’48-Scream Clown 
Scream (Broken/Revenge, EP) 

| won't begin to ponder the cosmic meaning of this 
band’s creative name, but it’s the new band with ex- 
members of the Gits and they play no bullshit punk rock 
in a fast/loud/rough vein. The sole exception is the semi- 
melodic, semi-ballad “Off The Deep End.” Opening line: 
“they're screwing us again/we've been screwed all the 
way.” And they auralize that anger more than effectively, 
keeping it fun at the same time. (PO Box 460402, SF, CA 
94146) 


DAY OF RECKONING-I’m Not A Strong Swimmer 
(Blood) 
Hooky pop with loud guitars and memorable melodies. 


And it sounds sincere... Hliskerish buzz, wrapping up 
solid harmonies inside up-front, energetic arrangements. 
Even some soulful organ for “Firecracker.” A pleasant 
surprise. (506 Heather Circle, Villanova, PA 19085) 


DAZZLING KILLMEN-Face Of Collapse (Skin Graft) 

Violent, cascading, lurching, ugly sounds, as is the 
case with everything this midwest dynamo releases. A 
molotov cocktail concoction of stop/start grind, post- 
hardcore blitz and vociferous emanations of rage. I'll bet 
their fingers bled making this recording and there's a good 
chance your ears could do the same thing if you play it 
loudly enough. “Blown,” with its sinister bass-line, shat- 
tered guitar lines and jackhammer outburst, could be the 
soundtrack to a nightmare and “In The Face Of Collapse” 
lumbers maniacally until disintegrating into chaos. Enough 
adjectives—you get the idea. (PO Box 257546, Chicago, 
IL 60625) 


DEAD MILKMEN-Chaos Rules-Live At The Trocadero 
(Restless) 

The Dead Milkmen have pretty much sucked since 
their “Big Lizard” album, with the possible exception of the 
“You'll Dance To Anything” single. This live album ignores 
their Hollywood material (contractual restriction) and in- 
cludes theirbest-known songs—'Bitchin’ Camaro,” “Punk 
Rock Girl,” “Tiny Town,” “Right Wing Pigoens,” etc... and 
| have to admit these some of these tunes still make me 
smile. Not bad for flogging old jokes. For the fans... (1616 
Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood, CA 90028-6420) 


DENISON-KIMBALL TRIO-Walls In The City (Skin Graft) 

Nota trio, but a duo, with Jesus Lizard guitarist Duane 
Denison and ex-Laughing Hyenas/Mule drummer Jim 
Kimball playing instrumental lounge jazz-inspired mate- 
rial, This is music for a soundtrack and it's spacious and 
laid back, for the most part, with both musicians showing 
different sides to their multi-faceted musical personalities. 


DERELICTS-Going Out Of Style 1986-1990 (Empty) 

Sadly overlooked punk rock band, given the retrospec- 
tive treatment and it’s an hour of scorchin’ thrash/garage/ 
punk mania. Seattle boasted two sandpaper, razor-gargle 
vocalists—Blaine Cook (Fartz/Accused) and this band’s 
Duane Bodenheimer. Ripsaw guitars, attitude and evena 
hook or two thrown in. Inspired cover choice—the Frantix’ 
“My Dad's A Fuckin’ Alchoholic.” Raw power! (PO Box 
12034, Seattle, WA 98102) 


D.I.-State Of Shock (Dr. Dream) 

Sometimes, | get a little down about being in my mid- 
thirties and seeing bands with members who weren't even 
born when | started listening to punk rock. So hearing a 
band, with 40 year old vocalist Casey Royer, that still kicks 
ass gives ‘me hope. Timeless Cali punk, tough and 
melodic and ironic, pointed lyricism. “Colors And Blood,” 
with a signature, Rikk Agnew-inspired guitar line, com- 
bines strong harmonies, stinging riffs and hooks. 
“Clownhouse” and “It’s Not Right” take a fast, thrashy 
route. While the Offspring, decent band they are, sell a 
million albums, it’s bands like DI, still dishing it out for the 
die-hards, after a decade, that paved the way. (841 W. 
Collins, Orange, CA 92667) 


DICKIES-Idjit Savant (Triple X) 

Still plying the same likeable poppy/punk after all these 
years. The Dickies were always Beatles and 60s pop 
lovers, at heart, and those influences are shamelessly 
plugged into their overall scope, most obviously with a 
cover of the Left Banke’s wussy classic “Pretty Ballerina” 
(which we could live without). “Toxic Avenger” plunders 
both Sabbath’s “Children Of The Grave” and Blondie’s 
“Call Me” without flinching. Most inspiring song title: 
“Stuck In A Condo With Marlon Brando.” (PO Box862529, 
Los Angeles, CA 90086-2529) 


DIE HAUT-Sweat (Triple X) 

Die Haut’s become an accompanyingunit, of sorts, for 
aninteresting array of vocalists—Nick Cave, Lydia Lunch, 
Blixa Bargeld and the Guns Club’s Kid Congo Powers, 
although they step up and provide some provocative 
instrumental pieces, as well. Challenging, guitar-based 
rock; doomy, aggressive and progressive. In otherwords, 
tough to pigeonhole, though of the energetic variety. Alive 
recording successfully showcasing all of the above. Mu- 


sically original and expansive, without any sort of exces- 
sive or masturbatory tendencies, instead staying focused 
and powerful. (PO Box 862529, Los Angeles, CA 90086- 
2529) 


DIE 116-Dyna-Cool (WreckAge) 

Quite a change since their first EP—only Andrew and 
Gavin remain from the original lineup and Gavin's switched 
to guitar and vocals. Dark, intense grind with riveting 
ferocity. Punchy rhythms and dirty-ass guitar skronk lay 
the foundation for the nettled exhortations (OK—pissed- 
off vocals). At times, this crunches in similar fashion as 
early Prong, but with less metal and more of the noisy, 
post-punk emphasis. (451 W. Broadway, 2N, NY, NY 
10012) 


DIE TOTEN HOSEN-Learning English, Lesson One 
(Atlantic) 

This came out about three years ago, on Virgin, but 
disappeared really quickly; now, with the big punk revival, 
it's repackaged and has a few cuts substituted. '77 era 
punk covers credibly performed by this German band, 
helped out by some of the people involved in the original 
versions—so you hear Jimmy Pursey barking out Sham’s 
“If The Kids Are United,” the ageless Charlie Harper on 
“Stranglehold” (UK Subs), Ronnie Biggs’ reprising “No 
One Is Innocent,” Nick Cash (999), TV Smith (Adverts), 
Captain Sensible (Damned), Joey Ramone (duh}), etc... 
Also, the last recorded appearance by Johnny Thunders 
for “Born To Lose” (sic). You get the idea—enough to 
make me want to take up pogo-ing again. 


DIRT MERCHANTS-Scarified (Zero Hour) 

Eclectic and challenging. The Dirt Merchants favor a 
thorny, often abrasive guitar ceuvre, complemented by 
Maria Christopher's versatile vocal style—alternately sen- 
suous, plaintive and paint-peeling cajoling. Andthe band’s 
balance of melancholy, minor-chord shifts and fired-up 
scorch is plenty enticing. If they tend to lag, with occasion- 
ally slackened tempos, it never lasts long. (1600 Broad- 
way Station, #701, NY, NY 10019) 


DISFEAR-A Brutal Sight Of War (Lost & Found) 

Another “Dis” band, keeping that loud, fast Discharge 
thrash sound alive and Disfear, out of Sweden, dish out 
one three chord rager after another. Caught in a time 
warp, but convincing. There’s something about the unfet- 
tered roar of the guitars and Jeppe’s hoarse enunciations 
that still appeal to the old punk in me. (IM Moore 8, 30167 
Hannover, GERMANY) 


DISRUPT-Unrest (Relapse) 

Old-fashioned slam-bang hardcore, the way it should 
be. A full-blown roar, tight and ripping, as Disrupt charge 
through 30 songs (on the CD) in about 50 minutes. Vocals 





DRIP TANK (Photo: Ted Drake) 


are alternately shrieking and grunted (from Pete, Jay and 
guest screamer Alyssa) but there’s no mistaking the 
Discharge/Crucifix tidal-wave onslaught. Provocative lyr- 
ics attacking racism, police brutality, consumerism, ani- 
mal rights, etc... add to the mix. This album brings back 
the elements that made hardcore appeal to me in the first 
place. (PO Box 251, Millersville, PA 17551) 


DISTORTED PONY-Instant Winner (Trance) 

A potent power-trip. Steely aggro crossing doomy, 
foreboding ferocity with metal-clank, industrial percus- 
sion. These guys have been around for a bit and have 
perfected their thing, at this point. Debt owed to both Big 
Black and Sonic Youth and, even with the familiarity, 
Distorted Pony’s single-minded clatter is inspiring, espe- 
cially the lurch ‘n jam of “Dollar Pizza.” Alien-signal 
guitars, jackhammer bass and the tribal, busy beat—the 
sound of rage. (PO Box 49771, Austin, TX 78765) 


DOG FACED HERMANS-Those Deep Buds (Alterna- 
tive Tentacles) 

Original, mixing jazzy trumpet and angular, post- 
punkish ensemble playing with an outspoken, non-clichéd 
dose of social commentary, yet | feel I'm missing some- 
thing. “Calley,” the jarring song about My Lai massacre 
leader William Calley is a standout, a mass of frenzied 
instrumentation, but it’s the sole fully-compelling track. A 
jumble of offbeat hooklessness. (PO Box 419092, SF,CA 
94141) 


DOGS ON ICE-Salt Wound (Allied) 

Rough-hewn punk rock with R&B/pub underpinnings. 
Dogs On Ice conjure up early Jam, with their tough riffing 
and a scrappy delivery, plus Joe Popp’s gutteral snarl. 
There are a few surprises—the melodic and somber 
instrumental “Futoit,” for instance, but this is mainly a 
more roots-reverent take on the three chord approach 
and well-done. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


DOWN BY LAW-Punkrockacademyfightsong, (Epi- 
taph) 

Only Smalley remains from the old lineup—in fact, 
three albums and three different lineups, but this is the 
strongest DBL have sounded, by far. Some of the pop- 
punk trappings remain, but the emphasis is louder and 
faster, a rediscovery of the punk roots. Drummer Hunter 
Oswald contributes some raspy vocals to go with his 
driving backbeat and the strong guitars direct the ener- 
getic flow. “Hit Or Miss” and “Minusame” are buzzing, 
hooky keepers, the cover of the Proclaimers’ hokey “500 
Miles” works as a sort of punk/folk tune and “Flower 
Tattoo” is a Ramones-charged blast. Getting less-pol- 
ished has done Down By Law a world of good. (6201 
Sunset Blvd., #111, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


DRAIN BRAMAGED-I Won't Be (Lethal) 

Timeless punk ‘n hardcore, California style. Drain 
Bramaged have the same sort of buzzsaw/catchy sound 
as prime Adolescents, Circle Jerks and Agression, witha 
vocalist who has the same sort of snotty rasp as the Adz’ 
Tony. Even a two minute piss session leading into a 
parody of “Sweet Home Alabama” (titled “Beer Lords”). 
The sexism of “She Was A Whore” and “Shut Up’ ain’t too 
cool, though, so | kind of wonder about these guys. (PO 
Box 14868, Long Beach, CA 90803-1414) 


DRIP TANK-Spraw! (Headhunter) 

Volume-drenched, swirlingly raucous post-punk rock. 
Enough adjectives? Pixies-ish sneaky lope in a more 
power-packed setting, sliding a few disarming hooks 
inside the band’s loud approach. For all the hype, there 
are some cool bands from San Diego and Drip Tank are 
one of ‘em. (4901-906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 
92117-3432) 


DRIVE LIKE JEHU-Yank Crime (Interscope) 

The second album from this San Diego bandis slightly 
less “arty” and more straight-forward. Rickfork, er, Rick 
Froberg’s vocals, nasally and shrieky, could peel the paint 
and are accompanied by a heady, post-punk clatter. 
Dramatic, hard-hitting passages, a twisted twin-guitar 
mesh and pounding drumming. “Here Come The Rome 
Plows” and “Golden Brown” provide a dead-on jolt, while 
the epic “Sinews” builds from a quiet origin to a cataclys- 
mic conclusion. Intense and focused, utilizing ebb and 
flow for maximum effect. 


DUMPSTER JUICE-Get That Out Of Your Mouth (Span- 
ish Fly) 
What's this fixation with oral cavities on Dumpster 


Juice’s album covers—a mouth full of braces dripping _ 


saliva last time and now a one-toothed smacker gracing 
this cover. Something to ponder while being assaulted by 
Dumpster Juice’s bludgeoning riffarama. Rowland growls 
more fiercely than a battalion of professional wrestlers 
and the band’s punk/metal stomp sounds even meaner 
than Before. Meat-cleaver guitar power and a nimble 
rhythm section percolating underneath. Something to be 
said for a band that can handle brutality with such a level 
of musical finesse. Yeah, this fuckin’ rocks. (2217 Nicollet 
Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55404) 


ECHOBELLY-Everyone’s Got One (Rhythm King) 

Poppy, with both danceable elements and some bla- 
tant Beatle-isms (especially the horn charts on “I Can't 
Imagine The World Without Me”). Shimmery arrange- 
ments, topped off by Sonya’s glacial vocals. There’s 
something too slick about the whole thing. Less sheen 
and a rougher, noisier approach would make me like this 
a lot more. 


EDGEWISE-Massacre Of The Innocents (Harvest) 

Mid-tempo hardcore—hard and decently-played. Al 
bellows in that constipated Ultimate Warrior style, enun- 
ciating each word in clear, direct fashion so you can’t miss 
the meaning. And for all the hardcore trappings, it’s 
interesting how much of a heavy metal influence pops up 
in the guitar playing, especially on “Never Tire.” The 
punchy production and band’s rock-solid groove manage 
to keep things fairly interesting. (PO Box 704, West 
Chester, PA 19831) 


EDSEL-Detroit Folly (Grass) 

Probably the best album from this band—understated, 
low-key melodies, along the lines of Pavement, though 
not as sloppy. They share the lethargy, though...and that 
lethargy is soothing and involving, if that makes any 
sense. Actually, “Negative Wintergreen” picks up the 
pace, while keeping its cool detachment. A decent mesh 
of texture and tension. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 
11571-0800) 


ELASTICA (DGC) 

More UK hype and, this time, it’s fairly warranted. 
Elastica are occasionaly a bit on the slick side, but there’s 
a charm to their minimalist pop and an obvious affection 
for the likes of Wire, Buzzcocks and the Petrols. “Connec- 
tion” steals the guitar line for Wire’s “Three Girl Rhumba” 
note for note and “Smile” provides some pogo punch. 


DRIVE LIKE JEHU 


“S.O.F.T.” has one of those tug-at-the-subconscious gui- 
tar codas. A lack of BS makes it palatable. 


ENDPOINT-After Taste (Doghouse) 

Rob sometimes tend to overemote his vocals and the 
raging poweris slightly neutralized (the acoustic “Survival 
Song’ is a little on the saccharine side), but a decent third 
album from this Louisville band. “Lowland” and “Witness” 
have an energetic drive and, overall, there’s enough 
groove to prevent sloggishness. The new-jack hardcore 
kids will love this, while old-timers could occasionally 
wonder what the fuss is all about. Count me somewhere 
in the middle. (PO Box 8946, Toledo, OH 43623) 


ENGINES OF AGGRESSION-Human Nature (Priority) 

EOA sort of define the middle—neither great nor 
wretched, just passable. A gentleman's C, in scholarly 
parlance. Beefy guitars, some technological rhythms and 
a smattering of catchy songs in their “hard alternative” 
framework. Bits of Jane’s, Alice and NIN pop up in the 
overall scheme. | probably wouldn't change the station if 
the songs came on the radio, but | can’t see getting an 
insatiable urge to play this again. 


ERIC’S TRIP-Forever Again (Sub Pop) 

The front cover, open window shot, looks like one of 
Jandek’s album covers and Eric’s Trip, while not in that 
kind of unique universe, do offer a simple, minimal ap- 
proach to pop and semi-punk. Alternately charming and 
annoying, sometimes at the same time and the same sort 
of mixed bag that their first album was. Just when you 
think the band can’t be any more preciously-cloying, they 
connect with a volume-soaked gem or inspired weirdness 
(“Let Go”). Works more often than not. (PO Box 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


EVIL MOTHERS-Pitchforks and Perverts (Invisible) 

A mixed bag of industrial/rock aggro, along with more 
experimental tendencies. When the rock riffs take center 
stage, it tends to be more interesting (“Blowtorch,” “Father 
Cop,” “Never Trust A John”) but the endless, formless 
“Insex” and sitar-laden “Miserable Finger” are exercises 
in tedium. Curse Mackey’s raspy voice certainly sounds 
evil, as advertised. Nothing that completely blows my 
mind, though creative and depraved in a good sort of way. 
(PO Box 16008, Chicago, IL 60616-6008) 


FABRIC-Body Of Water (Doghouse) 

Angst, angst, angst, but Fabric know what to do with it. 
Hard and dramatic, yet with explosive and melodic pas- 
sages to go along with the groove. “Failure” made me 
think of 1.6 Band’s Kevin singing for Quicksand. The CD 
tacks on 7" tracks, as well. For a UK band, they sure have 





alot incommon with what's been going on in NYC the last 
few years. Pretty damned powerful. (PO Box 8946, To- 
ledo, OH 43623) 


FACE TO FACE-Over It (Victory, EP)/Big Decision 
(Victory) 

Face To Face’s major label debut is a repackaging of 
single and album tracks. Loud, revved-up poppy punk 
with a powerful guitar blast and Trever's engaging, faux- 
Cockney vocals. No departure for the album—more of the 
same and there’s nothing to fault. Basic loud/fast/hooky 
Stuff that’s been done to death, but | can’t get some of 
those choruses out of my brain or resist to sing along 
loudly with it. With the success of Green Day, are these 
guys the next mall-culture sensation? 


FARSIDE-Rigged (Revelation) 

Polished emo rock that is way more consistent and 
powerful than their first album. Stinging guitars, melodic 
riffs and a throaty vocal croon, coalescing into a radio/ 
collegiate friendly sound, but don’t take that as a negative. 
Folksy elements share space with the punk rock aspect, 
but not in any sort of power-negating fashion. Bright and 
catchy stuff. Kevin Murphy (ex-411) now plays guitar in 
the band. (PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615- 
5232) 


FASTBACKS-Answer The Phone Dummy (Sub Pop) 

They've been around forever, churning out likeable 
punk ‘n pop and they can’t hang on to a drummer...the 
Fastbacks defy trends and time by sticking to what they do 
best. Pure blasts like “On The Wall,” with a reverent 
Shelley guitar noodle and the adrenalin rush of “Went For 
A Swim” and “I Found A Star.” as well as the acoustic- 
textured pop of “And You.” Kurt Bloch has a knack for pop 
melodies and Kim and Lulu’s sweet, but slightly offkey 
vocals add a ragged charm. Impossible not to like these 
guys. (POB 20645, Seattle, WA 98102) 


FAT TUESDAY-Everybody’s Got One (Red Decibel/ 
Columbia) 

According to the publicity package, this is one of the 
most eccentric, creative and artistic bands to come down 
the pike for quite some time. According to me, this is silly, 
artsy-fartsy and pretentious as heck Jane’s Addiction 
wannabes trying too hard to impress, and failing. Any 
band whose singer says he was “possessed by this serial 
rapist” as rationale for one particular tune does not gain 
brownie points from me, only ridicule for sounding like a 
bunch of right morons. Call me when you geta clue, boys! 
(Parris) 


FELLS-Amped (Westworld, EP) 

Back to basics garage punk, also sharing similarities 
with the street-tough sounds of Radio Birdman. Unpol- 
ished and stomping, adding a healthy dose of noisy 
distortion, in spots. (Box 43787, Tucson, AZ 85733) 


FIDDLEHEAD-The Deaf Waiter (Allied, EP) 

Abrasive melodicism? Sorta...an emo undercurrent, 
varying between loud ‘n soft, working in parts reminiscent 
of Fugazi and Jawbox. Somber bass-lines, soothing 
vocals that can cut against the grain, as well and an 
eruptive charge in the right spots. Standard Albini bottom- 
heaviness to go with the ebb and flow. Good stuff, typical 
of this label. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


FIFTYLASHES-Harder (Dr. Dream) 

Thrash-metal hardcore crossover stuff, a mix of 
Suicidals, Anthrax and Biohazard. Guitar playing is meaty 
and powerful but the drumming occasionally lags or 
devolves into slam-beat monotony. All in all, nothing 
much out of the ordinary. (841 W. Collins, Orange, CA 
92667) 


FIREWORKS-Set The World On Fire (Crypt) 

Primitive, low-fi roots rock. Straight outta the garage— 
reverb hell as three guitars and a savage beat vie with 
Darin Lin Wood's devilish vocals. Sure it’s retro, butit’s not 
studied nor sanitized to eliminate the music’s endearingly 
vulgar qualities. Sun Records goes to hell? Even the 
Cramps, in their prime, never quite got it as dirtily ener- 
gized as this. (PO Box 140528, Staten Island, NY 10314- 
0528) 





FITZ OF DEPRESSION-Let’s Give It A Twist (K) 

The Fitz grew up on a steady diet of rock ‘n roll—Black 
Flag, Motorhead and lots of punk. It’s all slammed back on 
this short, but effectivly raucous album. Stripped-down, 
kickass drumming and a roaring axe attack to go along 
with Mikey’s vocal delivery that is reminiscent of the Cro- 
Mags’ John Joseph, of all people. Loud and raw, hooky in 
spots and chasing away whatever depression there may 
be. (PO Box 7154, Olympia, WA 98507) 


FORESKIN 500-Manpussy (Basura) 
Never pose naked on your album insert unless you 
have the body to back it up. (Though given my ample mid- 
* section, of late, | shouldn't talk) Metal guitars, some 
sampling and a bit of a groove, with a vocalist who does 
his damndest to out-gut Rob Zombie and, to quote my ex- 
boss, sounds more like Bluto. Actually, there are plenty of 
similarities to White Zombie, though with more of a 
danceable emphasis to go with the trashy motif. Heavy 
metal disco? Foreskin 500 almost come off as a parody 
and perhaps that’s the case, but I’m notinterested enough 
to really find out. (PO Box 39789, LA, CA 90039) 


FOUNTAINHEAD-Drain (Doghouse) 

Emotional, melodic and powerful music—this is a band 
| should've been aware of alot sooner. Ringing guitarlines 
that strike a resonant chord, to go along with the cry in the 
voice vocals. A cross between Quicksand’s loping groove 
andan older DC (Ignition, Rites Of Spring) style. Gripping, 
without the heavy-handedness, a pleasant surprise. (PO 
Box 8946, Toledo, OH 43623) 


FRETBLANKET-Junkfuel (Atlas) 

Not-too-shabby pop rock stuff. Fretblanket keep things 
simple, with hooky guitar riffs, raspy vocals and punchy 
arrangements. Perhaps more radio-friendly than 
Swervedriver or Dinosaur, elements of which pop up in 
their overall approach, but the ‘mersh tendencies don't 
make it too slick. Callita pleasing trifle, but there’s always 
a place for well-played pop stuff and enough sting in the 
guitars to make it lively 


FUDGE-Southside Speedway (Caroline) 

Less uneven than their debut and some of these songs 
blast away at the brain cells in a noise-drenched, gut- 
pleasing swirl—especially “Shirts & Skins” and the rip- 
roarin’ “Dart GT.” Sure, there’s some indulgent excess, 
like the formless title track and “Car Stereo Blast Off”s 
pain-strained pop doesn't totally work, but these guys 
rock with more confidence and authority (and hooks) than 
before. Raise that tattered indy rock flag a little higher. 
(114 W. 26th St., NY, NY 10001) 


FUDGE TUNNEL-The Complicated Futility Of Igno- 
rance (Earache) 

Listening to Fudge Tunnel slows down the metabo- 
lism. Piledriving heavy riffs, gutteral vocals and thud- 
thunder drumming. When they ooze to a crawl (“Long 
Day”), it becomes unbearable, but Fudge Tunnel often 
add a certain groove and finesse to the butcher-block 
pound, as well. Mood music—bad mood, that is. (295 
Lafayette St., #915, NY, NY 10012) 


GAGE-He Will Come (XClaim) 

Yes, the label name is correct. Anyone who reads 
Boston Rock must have seen the ads where Al from SSD 
was looking for new bandmates to play “hard alternative 
rock” or something like that. Well, he and Francois (ex- 

“cuse me, Frank) have found ‘em and these guys sound 
quite a bit like Pearl Jam. No, actually, Pearl Jam come off 
as slightly less pretentious. | think the string section for 
“Cold Ocean” and “Climb” was the last straw. For Vedder 
disciples. (PO Box 437, Revere, MA 02151) 


GALILEO’S SIN-You’re Gonna Do What You’re Gonna 
Do (Stranger) 

Sporadically brilliant rock from this NY band. Two guys 
named Joe, one of whom works in a funeral home and | 
guess it has a way of bringing out warped creativity—vivid 
lyrical imagery (“Jesus Got A Gun,” “Poor Little Junkie”) 
and bursts of jarring, powerful post-punk. There are some 
oddities—the acoustic “The Stranger” and whacked-out 
narrative “Junior's Home,” but Joe Hand's versatile vo- 
cals conjure up spectres of Beefheart and Wolfman Jack 
(!) and the all-too-rare quality of originality permeates the 


proceedings. (2734 Independence Ave., #4-B, Bronx, NY 
10463) 


GARDEN VARIETY (Gern Blandsten) 

As is often the case, the best albums are the ones you 
seek out, as opposed to the latest, publicist-driven 
overhype. Emo-city and it’s all the right things that indi- 
cates—burning guitars, passionate vocals, hooks, power. 
Garden Variety mix up the pop-inflected and noisier 
elements into anirresistable tour-de-force. First, 1.6 Band, 
now Garden Variety. Almost enough to justify the contin- 
ued existence of Long Island! (805 Haywood Dr., Paramus, 
NJ 07652) 


GAUNT-Sob Story (Thrill Jockey, EP) 

Yowza...crash ‘nburn punk rock, all ripsaw guitars and 
cheaply-miked vocals. They include two versions of the 
hooky “Lies,” one with a pounding arrangement that ranks 
with “Pollution” for their catchiest song, and one with a 
more subdued feel. Somehow, when Jerry yells “I don’t 
know whatto do with my life” during “Each And Every Side 
Effect,” it has more resonance than a truckload of whiny 
suburban hardcore nose-wipers. No future, indeed, ex- 
ceptto keep bashing out timeless punk rock. (Box 476794, 
Chicago, IL 60647) 


GIFT-Multum In Parvo (Tim/Kerr) 

Jerry A from Poison Idea returns, singing and playing 
guitar in this project with his wife May May (on bass and 
vocals) and Slayer Hippy guesting on drums. A gothic/ 
punk amalgam that works better than anything in that 
style, possibly, since Christian Death's “Theatre Of Pain.” 
Jerry shows a vocal civility not often heard with his 
previous outfit, balanced nicely by May May's icy/soaring 
style and a buzzsaw/melodic guitar mesh. (PO Box 42423, 
Portland, OR 97242) 


GIGOLO AUNTS-Flippin’ Out (RCA) 
Groovy. Good stuff. Anglo-influence, American cool— 


eyes 
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GARDEN VARIETY 


not much room to expand on why this band is very good 
and making waves in the music scene. Yes, | know they 
were inspired to christen themselves with an old Syd 
Barrett songtitle, but thatnever really merits cool or talent. 
Fortunately, they have it by sheer virtue of nature. “Where 
| Find My Heaven” and “Cope” are gems; “Bloom” and“Pin 
Cushion” are standouts. | needn't wax poetic about the 
Gigolo Aunts, but trust me—this band could be greatin not 
too long a period of time. (Rob Ross) 


GIN MILL-Patron (WreckAge, EP) 

Crazed rock—psycho vocals, guitar churn and new 
wrinkles in the heard and heavy form. “Ex-Patriot” goes 
the free-jazz, atonal route and is the soundtrack to a 
nightmare, before getting back in groove. Biohazard may 
sing about the mean streets of Brooklyn, but these 
Williamsburg residents reflect the grittiness and life-on- 
edge ambiance through these violent, rage-filled compo- 
sitions and with unpredictable song structures. (451 W. 
Broadway, 2N, NY, NY 10012) 


GREG GINN-Let It Burn (Cruz)/GONE-Smoking Gun 
(SST, EP)/All The Dirt That’s Fit To Print (SST) 

The Ginn ‘n Gone glut continued unabated in '94. 
“Smoking Gun” is an EP of three remixes (along with the 
original versions) that add more rhythmic hip-hop flash to 
go with Ginn’s still impressive axe-work, thoughit's little to 
get worked up over. Ginn’s emphasis, these days, seems 
to be on quantity over quality. And there’s already another 
Gone album. The newer Gone stuff (“All The Dirt’) is a bit 
more interesting, as there’s a decent amount of cathartic 
interplay, puncutated by intriguing guitar and bass 
tradeoffs. Nothing to match what Ginn did with Sim Cain 
and Andrew Weiss many moons ago, though listenable. 
Ginn’s third solo album in about a year and a half is the 
latest thing off the assembly line and the best of the lot. 
“On A Roll,” “Taking The Other Side” and “Venting” 
capture the ferocity of prime Black Flag though, again, the 
vocals often leave something to be desired. A mish-mash 
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of other forms as well—a melding of industrial, beatbox 
and Ginn's string-bending. (PO Box 1, Lawndale, CA 
90260) 


GIRLS AGAINST BOYS-Cruise Yourself (Touch & Go) 

Not as much as the grind-it-out, skull crack as “Venus 
Luxure"—more subtlety and variation, though still work- 
ing the get-under-skin permeation effect. Scott's 3 pack a 
day/world-weary style remains the distinctive centerpoint, 
going well with the rhythmically-pulsating, gripping repeti- 
tion. More stealing and inspiration-nods going on—"My 
Martini” nicks a vocal hook from Gang Of Four’s “Dam- 
aged Goods” and “Kill The Sexplayer” is a not-so-clan- 
destine tribute to The Fall. Often bordering on greatness. 
(POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


GLAZED BABY-Karmic Debt (Red Decibel)/Handgun 
(Atomic Action, EP) 

Finally, an album on Red Decibel to really get excited 
about. Glazed Baby play with glazed-over malevolence in 
their hearts. Twist 'n jerk volume assaults powered by 
lumbering bass and mean-spirited guitar-flange. These 
boys aren't real song-oriented, concentrating on a more 
stylized mode of attack and the confrontational route 
works quite well. The four track “Handgun” EP, recorded 
before “Karmic Debt,” is more of the same. Hot, heavy 
distorto blasts that exude destructive properties. (Red 
Decibel: 2217 Nicollet Ave., S. Minneapolis, MN 55404/ 
Atomic Action: 2030 W. Main Rd., Middletown, RI 02842) 


GNEISSMAKER-Forty Acre Fugue (Skene!) 

Mix-up of Helmet-like post-hardcore (or whatever) 
riffing, jazzy jamming and punk rage. Somewhat effec- 
tive, though the double bass sprints seem excessive. 
These guys know how to play and sparks occasionally fly, 
yet sometimes the arrangements are a bit ponderous. 
Give it a mild thumbs up. (PO Box 4522, St. Paul, MN 
55104) 


GOATS-No Goats No Glory (Ruffhouse/Columbia) 

Hip-hop is lifestyle music, as is hardcore or punk or 
whatever—but this lifestyle is often about getting stoned 
and acting like a badass. The Goats are more creative 
than most—in their smooth, but tough rapping and cre- 
ative arrangements—snatches of metal, old-school and 
jazz mix together into some beat-busting permutations. 
For that! give them credit. The sound collage “Revolution 
'94" is their stab at updating the Beatles’ “Revolution #9” 
for the '90s (and kudos for sampling the Pistols’ “Holiday 
In The Sun” and “Dragnet”). 


GOD AND TEXAS-Double Shot (Restless) 

Never thought I'd be, somewhat bored by a God & 
Texas album. The band’s evolution away from raging 
post-punk w/melody to a jazzier, more skronky direction 
works to an extent, but | miss the rush of old or even the 
passion exhibited on a mid-tempo tune like “Chromalox,” 
from “Criminal Element.” The additon of a sax player 
facilitiates comparisons to side two of “Funhouse,” with “A 
Confidential Scrape” working the jazzbo/aggro combo to 
strong effect, ditto the sleazy-sounding “In The Flesh 
Again” and “Lower,” harkening back to the last album’s 
power. Fusing free jazz and rock can work—hell, the 
aforementioned Stooges and MC5 worked it to near 
perfection and Foetus and the Birthday Party dabbled 
successfully with it, as well. But slow tracks like “Red 
Room” and “Goodbye Blacksheep” get bogged down ina 
repetitive rut. Hope the next one’s better. (1616 Vista Del 
Mar Ave., Hollywood, CA 90028-6420) 


GOD BULLIES-Kill The King (Alternative Tentacles) 

Provocative, dark and nasty. The Bullies are back and 
lashing out in warped fashion, whether plying straight-on 
punk/noise aggro or indulging in samples and chaos. 
Mike Hard does his best to combine Nick Cave and David 
Yow into a dead-raising instrument. “Pretty On The In- 
side” is the track | keep returning to, a dialogue between 
a married man and his junkie mistress debating whether 
sex or drugs is the true sickness. The track's title and 
mistress’ name of Courtney (who croaks after shooting 
smack) indicates a not-so-subtle slam at a certain well- 
known blonde rock singer—but hey, maybe I’m reading 
into it too much. Maybe not. Not for the kids! (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) 


GODFLESH-Selfless (Earache/Columbia) 

Like scaling an aural mountain, made up of hammer- 
ing, yet increasingly textured riffs, angry vocals and a 
drum machine that sounds a/most real. In fact, I'd like to 
hear what this band would sound like with a genuine flesh 
‘n blood skinman. “Xnoybis” nearly has an actual melody 
and “Black Boned Angel’ lifts a Cure riff from “Faith” and 
slows it down to a numbing dirge. This will slow your 
metabolism into a stupor. 


GOODBYE HARRY-Food Stamp BBQ (Cruz) 

Ex-All vocalist Scott Reynolds pops up in this new 
band and it's not far removed from what he’s been 
involved with before. Punchy punk possessing more drive 
and aggression than his former band, dipping into poppy, 
thrashy and speed metal forms, wrapped up with a 
double-speed cover of Tom Petty’s “Il Need To Know.” 
They get it done in less than a half-hour, and you feel as 
though you've been on a high-speed ride all the way. (PO 
Box 7756, Long Beach, CA 90807) 


GOOD HUMOUR STOUT-Happy Hour (Monsta’d) 

Drunk punk along the lines of old Murphy's Law coming 
off as loutish, frat-like emanations. They ain't as funny as 
they think they are, nor is the music really all that much to 
get excited about. And what's with the jewish-baiting “Hey 
hook-nose” cracks on “Monkey Wrench"? Maybe if | came 
from New York or was drunk I'd like it better. But not in my 
Boston-bred, sober state...(PO Box 433, Belmar, NJ 
07719) 


GRAVEYARD RODEO-On The Verge (Century Media) 

Better than average hard stuff. Graveyard Rodeo’s 
guitars are tuned low, but the structures are heavy and 
crunching, straddling the hardcore/metal line rather effec- 
tively. Mark Brignac braysin pissed-off fashion andcomple- 
ments the band’s formidable pound. (1453-A 14th St., 
#324, Santa Monica, CA 90404) 


GREEN JELLY-333 (Zoo) 

Like GWAR, the visual is the medium for Green Jelly, 
although they've improved musically, as well. Satiric 
intent, combined with forays into punk, metal, hardcore, 
alternarock and cheesy pop. And they're pretty good at all 
of the above—nothing to get all wet over, mind you, but 
entertaining. 


GROOVEZILLA (Mausoleum) 

Pot-tokin’ metal/funk mixmasters. Do we really need 
another band doing this sort of thing? | didn’t think so. 
Makes me want to get out my straight-edge albums. (18 
E. 53rd St., NY, NY 10022) 


GUNK-Carburate (King Bung) 

Connecticut's developed a reputation for being popu- 
lated by over-zealous straight-edge kids and bands that 
are as humorless and overwrought as such a scene 
usually entails. Thankfully, Gunk have nothing to do with 
that. Emo-charged, forsure, but powerful, passionate and 
melodic. Stinging guitar lines, surging riffs, rooted ina DC 
sort of thing, harkening back to the likes of Rites of Spring 
and Soulside, crossing the catharsis of the formerwith the 
groove of the latter. Once again proving that a heartfelt 
musical expression isn't restricted only to those who wear 
Stussy clothing. (589 Orange Center Rd., Orange, CT 
06477) 


GUNS N’ WANKERS (Fat Wreck Chords, EP) 

From the remnants of the underrated Snuff comes this 
inspiredly-monkered trio. Catchy, energetic, emotional 
punk music, with driving guitars and drums and strong 
harmonies. Who says there's nothing worthwhile from the 
UK anymore? (PO Box 460144, SF, CA 94146) 


GUTTERMOUTH-Friendly People (Nitro) 

Now, this is more like it...in an era of political correct- 
ness, hardline straight-edge zealotry and dull hardcore 
music, Guttermouth give ‘em all a solid kick in the ass. 
Fast, tightly-played and fun, fun, fun. “Asshole” and “Can't 
We All Just Get Along” have the marks of singalong 
classics and make their point with humor instead of 
heavy-handedness. Ripping on everyone and every- 
thing, while encouraging true individuality, Guttermouth 
combine it with a stinging, SoCal punk attack. Fast and 
melodic, reminiscent of the Adolescents and Angry Sa- 


moans and, as great punk should be, a healthy dose of 
obnoxious snot. Long may they rip shit up. (7151 Warner 
Ave., Suite E-736, Huntington Beach, CA 92647) 


GUZZARD-Quick, Fast, In A Hurry (Amphetamine 
Reptile) 

Not too many albums get me jumping around and 
playing air-guitar, anymore. This one does...especially 
the thumping “Supersonic Enemy Of Evil.” That song just 
keeps moving, culminating with an amazing hook to go 
with the stripped-down bash. No bullshit, driving punk 
without the fashion statement. A marvel of economy and 
condensed power to create direct impact. (2645 1st Ave., 
S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


GWAR-This Toilet Earth (Metal Blade) 

The show will always be the thing for GWAR, as well 
as the videos, while you can't quite completely capture the 
ambiance in the recorded format. But GWAR overcome 
with an entertaining, raucous album. The shrill horns on 
“Saddam A Go-Go” conjure up visions of Blood, Sweat 
and Tears in hell. A slam-bang tandem of punk, metal and 
deranged satire. (2345 Erringer Rd., #108, Simi Valley, 
CA 93065) 


HALOBLACK-Tension Filter (Fifth Column) 

Electronic beats tend to give me a headache, now, and 
do we really need another amalgam of industrialized/ 
mechanized mayhem mixed with heavy guitars and whis- 
pered, sinister, distorted vocals? Haloblack trade in all of 
the above, somewhat effectively, but not distinctively. An 
added element—hookiness, sensuality, memorable 
songs—makes or breaks this style and Haloblack don’t 
add those elements. (PO Box 787, Washington, DC 
20044) 


HAMMERHEAD-Into The Vortex (Amphetamine Rep- 
tile) 

The guys in this band keep changing their names and 
they've adopted an outer-space concept, but the thing 
that doesn’t change is their penchant for hit and run 
ferocity. “Zesta” blasts away with dramatic power pro- 
gressions and jackhammer drumming, while “The Starline 
Locomotive” offers a lurch and attack approach. Overall, 
the tempos are slower, but the intensity hasn't subsided 
one bit—if anything, it gives the instrumentation more 
killing territory. A wild swirl of cathartic, blinding power. 
(2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


HARD FAST & LOUD-Fix (Lethal) 

The name fits...nothing complicated, just basic thrashy 
hardcore, coming onlike a cross between the Circle Jerks 
and Motorhead, with the requisite California attitude. 
Scott lan even poses with them on the back cover and his 
eyebrows compensate for the lack of hair elsewhere! (PO 
Box 14868, Long Beach, CA 90803-1414) 


HEADLOCK (Pavement) 

Metal crunch ‘n groove, ina similar vein as Biohazard. 
Wanky metal leads get annoying, but those who like 
tesosterone-driven bluster (along with not-so-dumb lyr- 
ics) will eat it up. (PO Box 476867, Chicago, IL 60647) 


HEADWOUND (Headache) 

No bullshit, meat ‘n potatoes punk rock. Choppie’s 
vocals are tough ‘n gruff, the riffing lean ‘n mean and the 
songs fast and catchy. Protest songs against phone 
solicitors (“Get Off My Line”) and the department of motor 
vehicles (“D.M.V.”). Right on! (PO Box 204, Midland Park, 
NJ 07432) 


HELLBENDER (Behemoth) 

The blindfold test would make you think this band is 
from the Bay Area and the album on Lookout. Wrong on 
both counts! But Hellbender, who actually hail from North 
Carolina, merge pop hooks and an emo-iaden punk 
approach into a successful combination. Strong bass- 
playing underscores the scrappy drumming and warm 
guitar buzz. Snappy and enjoyable. (PO Box 874, 
Lindenhurst, NY 11757-0874) 


HIGH DEFIANCE-Lessons From Hate (EP) 

Metal and rap scratching/delivery mixed together. This 
Boston crew throw heavy riffs and a muscular vocal 
delivery into the industrial-strength mix. A fairly common 


combination these days, but High Defiance show a profi- 
ciency and feistiness that wins ‘em points. Good lyrics, 
too. (PO Box 103, Astor Station, Boston, MA 02123) 


HOLE-Live Through This (DGC) 

Considering that Hole’s '91 debut LP was an often 
atonal mess (but an invigorating one, at that), this album's 
accessibility comes as something as a surprise. Well, 
maybe | shouldn't be surprised...naturally, Courtney's 
late hubby's influence can be heard in the poppy arrange- 
ments that shift from quiet strum to distorto-blast. “Miss 
World,” as overplayed as itis, isa vulnerable, obnoxiously 
catchy anthem. “Gutless” and “Plump” blaze with nettled 
ferocity, while “Asking For It,” among others, takes the 
more accessible route. Courtney's vocals show equal 
range, from snarly to soothing. Better than expected. 


HOLY GANG-Free! Tyson Free! (Roadrunner) 

Mike Tyson's a hell of a boxer and Holy Gang (with 
Richard 23 from Front 242) aren't a bad amalgam of 
industrial/metal/grind. But Tyson's also a convicted rapist 
and this EP pleads his innocence, with the sensitive 
tagline of “Free Tyson—fuck that bitch.” Fuck that bitch? 
No—Fuck Holy Gang and fuck Roadrunner for putting out 
a record supporting a convicted rapist. May an army of riot 
grrrls converge on their label offices and picket any live 
shows they play. (No label address—instead, here’s the 
phone number for the hotline for the Rape, Abuse and 
Incest National Network—(800)656-HOPE. And maybe 
the label could be persuaded to make a donation of the 
proceeds from this album to deserving anti-rape groups.) 


WILLIAM HOOKER-Radiation (Homestead) 

Drummer William Hooker's wild jazz may sound free- 
form, but it’s composed. Those charts must be something 
to behold. His up-front, wreckless drumming pushes the 
skronking mass of guitar, electronics and horns. Hooker 
makes Keith Moon sound like Charlie Watts by merit of his 
relentless force. Inspired noise. (PO Box 800, Rockville 
Ctr., NY 11571-0800) 


HORACE PINKER-Power Tools (Earwax) 

Why do modern day punk bands feel the insatiable 
urge to cover early 80s new wave anthems, as Horace 
Pinker do with the Go-Go's “Our Lips Are Sealed.” Guess 
it's that MTV-weaning process. Luckily, that’s where the 
cheese ends, here...bright, melodic punk. Happy-sound- 
ing, but a buzzing guitar gives ‘em plenty of bite to go 
along with the solid harmonies and hooks. There’s a 
surging charge to the songs, similar to the first few Freeze 
albums, but in a more tuneful vein. (11586 Blix St., N. 
Hollywood, CA 91602) 


HOT CORN GIRLS-Look At My Bum (Stingy Banana) 

A hand-painted front cover, with the moon in full view 
(use your imagination) and, inside, spirited punk with 
spunk and a kitschy new wave factor. Plus a vocalist that 
sounds like an even-more nebbed Jon from Clawhammer 
or David Byrne being gang-banged by cannibals Most- 
inspiring song title—"Why Did You Puke?” Gets annoy- 
ing, at times, yet it’s fun, if you're in the mood for silliness. 
(335 E. 10th St., #3-E, NY, NY 10009) 


H.P. ZINKER-Mountains Of Madness (Energy) 

A typical H.P. Zinker album, in that there are a few 
tracks that kick out the jams and a lot of dull, dragged-out 
songs to wade through. 70s boogie and progressive rock, 
part Hendrix, part BOC and effective in short, succinct 
doses. “Woman Is Away” takes a punk-inspired route, 
while “Anxiety” concocts a strong hard-rock treat. “For- 
tress Of Fears” successfully mixes up punk drive and 
metal crunch. But this band still epitomize middling. Nice 
red jewel box and 3-D graphics, anyway. (545 8th Ave., 
17th Floor, NY, NY 10018) 


HUGGY BEAR-Weaponry Listens To Love (Kill Rock 
Stars) 

After some hit and miss efforts, Huggy Bear get it right 
with their first full-length album. In a similar tradition as 
Crass and the Subhumans, with a little of Fugazi’s dra- 
matic guitar chord changes, Huggy Bear pack their music 
with urgency and power. Abrasive and primitive, but also 
with sweeping intensity in the right spots. (120 NE State 
St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


HUSKER DU-The Living End (Warner Bros.)/VARI- 
OUS-Case Closed: An International Compilation of 
Hiisker Du Cover Songs (Snoop) 

Neil Young sang “it’s better to burn out than itis to rust” 
and | guess that lyric sort of sums up this live Hisker Du 
album, taped over the course of their final jaunt in’87. As 
a studio band, the Hiiskers had clearly peaked with “Zen 
Arcade” and “New Day Rising,” disappointed moderately 
with “Flip Your Wig” and lost their way even more with 
“Candy Apple Grey” and “Warehouse.” The final tour, 
however, was atypical in that, instead of playing mainly 
new material (as had been the tradition for the past 
several years), the band went for more of a “greatest hits” 
format—the end was probably in sight and these record- 
ings capture the band’s explosive catharsis and 
disintegrable tension. Even the “Warehouse” songs have 
a stronger kick in these renditions and classic tunes like 
“Divide And Conquer,” “It's Not Funny Anymore,” “Cel- 
ebrated Summer’ “Data Control” (from “Land Speed 
Record”!) and “From The Gut” bristle with go-for-broke 
rage. While the version of “In A Free Land” is slightly 
lethargic and their cover of “Sheena Is A Punk Rocker” 
merely perfunctory, as a live unit, there was no quiet fade 
out for Hiisker DU. Nor any end to their pervasive influ- 
ence on today’s bands—that’s proven out by the fact that 
the “Case Closed” compilation is the second Hlusker 
tribute in a year's time (“DU Hiskers,” covering “Zen 
Arcade,” was the first). 23 bands, from all over the globe, 
put their own imprint on various Husker songs. Among the 
highlights, Motorpsycho rip through a cathartic “New Day 
Rising,” ditto for DI and “The Biggest Lie,” 2Bad on 
“What's Going On” and “Target” by Sick Of It All. Big Drill 
Car lend their pop panache to “Celebrated Summer,” as 
do Vanilla Chainsaw for “Ice Cold Ice.” Tribute albums are 
beyond the saturation point and two of ‘em for one band 
might be excessive, but, speaking as a HUsker DU fan, 
someone who thought they were the best band on the 
planet ca. ’84-'85, it’s good to see that the answer to the 
age-old question “Do you remember’ is a resounding 
affirmative. (distr. by Rotz, 17 N. Elizabeth St., Chicago, 
IL 60607-1911) 


THEE HYPNOTICS-The Very Crystal Speed Machine 
(American) 

Second relatively disappointing album in a row for 
Thee Hyps. The problem can be directly connected to the 
fact that Chris Robinson of the Black Crowes produced 
and brought along his slide guitarist and keyboard player, 
so a lot of this album sounds like the Crowes. Meaning 
some turgid, uncool watered-down Stones moves. “If The 
Good Lord Loves Ya” isn’t all that bad and “Tie It Up” is 
fairly soulful. The opening two tracks, “Keep Rollin’ On” 
(great dragging chains sound) and the acid-fuck “Heavy 
Liquid” show the band are still capable of some mighty 
rrrrrock. Unfortunately, that powerisn’t sustained—there’s 
even a jazz lounge remake of “Revolution Stone” called 





JANITOR JOE 


“Peasant Song” and “Goodbye” reminds me too much of 
“Wild Horses.” These guys need to turn up the guitars 
again. 


IGNITION-Complete Services (Dischord) 

Since anything prior to '92 is considered “old school” 
these days, a bit of a primer—lIgnition was the band 
formed by ex-Faith vocalist Alec MacKaye, along with 
Dante (Iron Cross, Gray Matter), Chris Thomson (later in 
Circus Lupus) and Chris Bald (Embrace). | hopeyou knew 
that, but just in case...Another complete discography sort 
of deal, including their ultra-rare flexi-disc and an 
unreleased cover of the Vibrators’ “Keep It Clean.” Scrappy 
emo core, with Thomson's bass playing anchoring the 
melodic flow, as Bald’s guitar stings with a piercing, air- 
buzz ambiance. The descending bass-line conclusion of 
“Throttle” still sends chills, as does the raw outpouring of 
“Anger Means” and “Proven Hollow.” Still cathartic and 
mesmerizing. (3819 Beecher St. NW, Washington, DC 
20007) 


INCH-Stresser (Seed) 

Loping indy drone rock—not always that droning, 
actually, but mixing up decent guitar bursts with percolat- 
ing bass melodies and soothing vocals. Inch’s sound is 
somewhat predictable—quiet verses and come in with 
the loud chorus riff, yet there’s nothing here to find fault 
with. High volume pop music that has enough thorniness 
to go with the hooks. (14 E. 60th St., NY, NY 10022) 


INTO ANOTHER-Ignaurus (Revelation) 

Extraordinary musical talent and intricate arranging 
aside, there’s no escaping the fact that Into Another's 
music is bloated and pretentious. Progressive hard rock, 
mixing electric and acoustic arrangements and vocals 
that occasionally flutter into an annoying high register. | 
dunno—always thought punk and hardcore was sup- 
posed to be a reaction against the excess of this sort of 
rock, but the members of Into Another, some of whom 
have logged time in bands like Bold, Youth Of Today, 
Whiplash and Underdog, have really come full circle. (PO 
Box 5232, Huntington Beach, CA 92615) 


ITCH-Pull The Wool (Nettwerk) 

Head-on collision of hardcore guitar blast and jazzy/ 
classical piano. Whether Mark Critchley does his cheesi- 
est Rick Wakeman imitation or hammers away like 
Gershwin gone amok, the total effect is information over- 
load. Busy, intense and cramming as much musical 
explosiveness and lyrical information into as little space 
as possible. By the time the piano quietude of “Rodaneas” 
comes, you almost feel relieved. Whew... (1250 W. 6th 
Ave., Vancouver, BC, CANADA, V6H 1A5) 


IVY-Realistic (Seed) 

Frothy, melodic pop songs—the vocals sound like 
Stereolab, but there’s none of the psychedelic trance or 
blissfully numbing qualities. A cleaner My Bloody Valen- 
tine is another touchstone. “Beautiful” and “Shallow” add 
abit more volume to the mix, but Ivy’s poptones are a little 
too sedate, for the most part. (14 E. 60th St., NY, NY 
10022) 


JACK ‘O’ NUTS-On You (Radial/Matador) 

Creepy-crawl, rhythmic aggro, the sort of thing thathas 
Chicago stamped all over it (and they did record half the 
album w/Herr Albini), but Jack ‘O’Nuts come from Geor- 
gia. That doesn’t stop the shuffle-stomping “Hook” sound- 
ing like a formidable Jesus Lizard knockoff. Tantalizingly 
scary sounds, layering nightmarish guitar twang and 
nasty vocals over the bass/drum bash. (PO Box 10566, 
Chicago, IL 60610) 


JANITOR JOE-Lucky (Amphetamine Reptile) 

Shit, what a fuckin’ headrush. Churn, slash ‘n burn. 
Aggro rock of the first order. Wayne's distorto bass keeps 
things rumbling, to go along with the drum bash and Joe’s 
six-string rip. Even if | would rather notsee Joe in a dress 
(as he alludes on “Fragile X”), Janitor Joe achieve the 
maximum destruction effect with frightening efficiency. 
And some of the songs are even catchy. Amazing. (2645 
ist Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


J CHURCH-Prophylaxis (Allied) 
Coming of age and coping with the world are still 


difficult things—something that never changes or skips a 
generation and J Church echo the tribulations and dilem- 
mas through their lyrics and passionate music. Poppy, yet 
edgy, the chiming guitars seduce the senses and with the 
hooks, there’s the cynicism of being faced with a world of 
screwed up relationships, exploitative businessmen and 
losers like Marge Schott. This is foranyone who won't bow 
to the gods of conformity. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 
94146) 


JESUS LIZARD-Show (Collision/Giant)/Down (Touch 
& Go) 

While the Lizard stay on Touch & Go, they decided to 
allow THE MAN to release a live set from CB’s, even 
though the “Lash” EP was mostly live, as well. Anyway, 
not the monster it would’ve been if the set had come from 
a year or two earlier (when they had a stronger selection 
of songs), and the recording sounds a little flat Spanning 
the band’s (ahem) illustrious career, including a couple of 
new tunes. Dave Yow’s in fine, crowd-baiting, ranting 
form and the band sounds taut and flawless. A fair 
representation of one of the better bands walking the 
planet, but it could’ve been better. The new album doesn’t 
have the overall, in-your-face immediacy of “Liar” but 
grows stronger with repeated listenings. In some ways, 
the band’s most conventional-sounding album; conven- 
tional in the way the song structures are getting predict- 
able, with the lumbering bass and drum-bash setting the 
table for the snaky guitar lines and Yow’s histrionics, but 
it's still a winning formula. The first three songs actually do 
get things off to a riveting start-—the lockstep swagger of 
“Fly On The Wall,” skittering “Mistletoe” and nightmarish/ 
pounding “Countless Backs Of Sad Losers.” “Associate” 
weds spy soundtrack music to their most blatant Birthday 
Party cop in awhile. “Horse” spices up its arrangement 
with a spooky organ line. In all honesty, neither album 
represents their strongest work—still, it’s ahead of most of 
what's out there. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


JOHNBOY-Claim Dedications (Trance) 

Braincrushing mindfuck rock. No half-way for these 
twistéd Texans. Using the noise attack of early Helmet as 
a jumping-off point, Johnboy dish it out with even more 
intensity than their first album. A swirly, dark storm of 
martial drums and nightmarish guitars and vocals. Pulver- 
izing. (PO Box 47991, Austin, TX 78765) 


JUGHEAD’S REVENGE-Elimination (BYO) 

Nice mix of punk and hardcore, with a dip into country 
(“C-Biscuit”) and a cover of the Go-Go's surfy instrumen- 
tal “Surfin’ & Spyin’.” “Eliminator” packs rage and hooks at 
a high-speed clip. Crisp songs that blast out of the 
speakers, accompanied by endearingly raspy vocals. 
Some of this reminds me of Poison Idea. Another dose of 
high-energy fun. (PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 90067) 


JUNED (Up) 

Strong debut from these ex-KillSybill-ites. Not to lump 
‘em with other women’s bands or anything, but imagine a 
more forceful Salem 66 (who? nevermind...) Textured, 
driving and melodic—smooth vocals and a strong mesh 
of guitar antics, especially for “So White.” Too provocative 
to be pop; confident rock without a high tesosterone 
count. (PO Box 21328, Seattle, WA 98111-3328) 


KEPONE-Ugly Dance (Quarterstick) 

Blindsided again by the unexpected...| saw Kepone 
play half a set, once, opening for Jesus Lizard, andit didn’t 
leave much of an impression but the opposite is true for 
this superb album. The hyped-up, chops-drenched inten- 
sity of the Minutemen or Victims Family mixed with a little 
Lizard and punk drive. Also, some unexpectedly hooky 
turns. And those reference points are for convenience 
and don't give a full picture—the point is that Kepone offer 
something original and interesting and it also rocks, the 
strived-for combination. (PO Box 25342, Chicago, IL 
60625) 


KILLDOZER-God Hears Pleas Of The Innocent (Touch 
& Go) 

Someday, | hope Killdozer will commit their show- 
stopping version of “La Grange” to disc, but, in the 
meantime, there’s one Lee Hazelwood cover (“Pour Man”) 
and that tune and “Spork” take on a countryish flavor. 
Most of the rest of the time, it’s the lurching, bass-driven 


stomp that they've been purveying for years. Big, dark 
and nasty, though perhaps slightly more accessible than 
in the past. Of course, with Michael Gerald’s cookie 
monster croon, they're not exactly ready for the main- 
stream and that’s kinda cool with me. (POB 25520, 
Chicago, IL 60625) 


KILLING JOKE-Pandemonium (Zoo) 

Nice comeback, after the bludgeoning, but numbing 
overkill of “Extremities.” Not that Killing Joke have exactly 
let up on the bombast, but it’s presented in a slightly 
different framework. With original bassist Youth back in 
the fold, “Pandemonium” maintains the steely, guitar 
aggro and adds a more pronounced rhythmic dimension. 
“Whiteout” is heavy metal techno bash from hell. 
“Millenium” is hooky and eastern-sounding (some of the 
album was recorded in a pyramid in Egypt), while “Plea- 
sures Of The Flesh” is moodier, featuring a haggard vocal 
from Jaz. Nothing will ever match the intensity or groove 
of their early work, but this is still a decent soundtrack for 
these miserable times. 


WAYNE KRAMER-The Hard Stuff (Epitaph) 

Good to see an aging rocker that still has it—the MC5 
guitarist puts out his first new music in eons (Gang War, 
with Johnny Thunders, was about 15 years ago) and 
rocks out in style, with help from various Melvins, 
Clawhammer, Bad Religion, Muffs and Circle Jerks folk. 
Lean, confident rock ‘n boogie on “Crack In The Uni- 
verse,” “Sharkskin Suit” and “Edge Of The Switchblade.” 
The narrative/free jazz of “Incident on Stock Island” or the 
uncredited final track doesn’t quite jell (the Five had 
similar excesses), but he revives “Poison” from the “High 
Time” album in credible fashion. Better than you'd expect. 
(6201 Sunset Bivd., #111, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


KUSTOMIZED-The Mystery Of Kustomized (Matador, 
EP)/The Battle For Space (Matador) 

As musicians get older, they tend to mellow out and 
create less bombastic and abrasive material. Not these 
guys—all four members of Kustomized have the so- 
called long and illustrious history (Volcano Suns, Bullet 
LaVolta, Mission Of Burma, Busted Statues, etc...) but 
their music is more primitive and rougher than anything 
they've done in years. Punk, but in a way the Swell Maps, 
early Joy Division or Fall were punk. Melodies pop up in 
odd places (‘It Lives!”), but the primal guitars and drums 
are the catalyst. Things get less-predictable and more 
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“out-there” as the “Space” album winds down (and what's 
with the space motif, anyway)—a darker mood perme- 
ates “The Place Where People Meet” and “Phantasmago- 
ria, Now,” embellished with Velvet-inspired organ drone 
and it reaches a lunatic level with the psych/mantra “Air 
Freshener.” A high energy level, but also creating some- 
thing innovative and different, at the same time.in this era 
of formula or self-conscious eclecticism, that’s a rare 
dichotomy. (676 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 


LAG WAGON-Trashed (Fat Wreck Chords) 

The sped-up, buzzsaw poppy punk sound is reaching 
the saturation point—seems to be the flavor of the year, 
but as long as the energy level is high and the songs 
catchy, you won't hear any complaints, here. Lag Wagon 
don't take themselves too seriously, but they also don't 
indulge themselves with the same sort of musical schizo- 
phrenia or goofiness as, say, NOFX (their sometimes 
labelmates). Semi-raspy, but strongly sung vocals, quick 
tempos, the de-rigeurtrash-a-classic cover (“Brown Eyed 
Girl’) and, if fairly formulaic, the guitars sting and buzz 
enough to catch yr. ear. (PO Box 460144, SF, CA 94146) 


LAZY-Some Assembly Required (Roadrunner) 

Sometimes, while listening to Lazy, | get this insatiable 
urge to kick their asses! That’s when | have to suffer 
through the waif-like female vocals. But Lazy also nail it, 
occasionally—the Feelies-inspired nervous tension of “I! 
Tried To Tell You,” the noisy qualities of “Radio Heart,” but 
their stabs at garage rock (“Let’s Smoke,” “Pussy Strut”) 
tread the line between successful and annoying. A love/ 
hate affair. (536 Broadway, 4th Floor, New York, NY 
10012) 


LAMENT-Levitate (Too Damn Hype) 

Better than expected hardcore music from Brooklyn. 
The drums are mixed a little too up-front, but the band’s 
searing combination of crunch, emo-laden melody and 
supple musicianship make up for it. “And You Might Sleep 
Better” and “Starving You” are both surging and relent- 
less, while the title track veers into grunge territory, 
though with a dark, pulsating undertow. Good balance of 
low-tuned power and shimmery texture. (606 WillowAve., 
#3, Hooken, NJ 07030) 


LATIMER-World’s Portable (World Domination, EP) 
Energetic post-punk music, punctuated by loud gui- 
tars, nervy vocals and abrasive elements. A mix of Pixies 


and Brainiac and with an unpolished explosiveness. 
Cool. (PO Box 8097, Universal City Station, N. Holly- 
wood, CA 91068) 


LAUGHING HYENAS-Hard Times (Touch & Go) 

It sounds as though they've been living ‘em in the 
three years since the last album. A big surprise is the 
Stones meets Stooges opening track, “Just Can’t Win,” 
that introduces a more accessible, straight-ahead rock 
‘n roll sound. It’s also, by far, the best of the lot. “Hard 
Time Blues’ is more typically Hyenas, lumbering, lurchy 
and dark, pitting a jazzy rhythm and snaky guitar line 
against John Brannon’s anguish. The slowed-down, 
bluesy feel of much of the material fails to generate 
much explosiveness, though. A hangover album or a 
late-night thing. | guess it depends on your mood. (POB 
25520, Chicago, IL 60625) 


LEAVING TRAINS-The Big Jinx (SST) 

Boisterous, sloppy, loud rock ‘n roll, as usual, for the 
Trains and, while somewhat uneven (seems to be the 
track record for this band), more hit than miss. “Go A- 
Fuckin’ Head,” “Sex War” and “Nothing Left” rock with 
snotty aggression, while each side-closer, “A Woman's 
Clouds” and “Chloraformality’ show a darker, intro- 
spective, dreamier side. The band’s slam-bang garage 
aesthetic (if it could even be called aesthetic) remains 
appealing. (PO Box 1, Lawndale, CA 90260) 


LEEWAY-Adult Crash (Futurist) 

The name of the album comes from “Minor Threat” 
by Minor Threat (I’m pretty sure) and it’s a pretty rock ‘n 
roll record. Nope, nothing like “Born To Expire,” as my 
chum at the label informed me and, while Eddie’s in fine 
vocal form and the songs are tight, polished and exhib- 
iting strong chops, | kind of miss the thrashing. Oddest 
of all is “The Roulaison,” an instrumental with a narra- 
tive in French, by Christine Counort. Melodic, soulful, 
heavy—all of the above, but not quite as gripping, this 
time. (6 Greene St., 2nd Floor, NY, NY, 10013) 


LIFESITE-Invisible Wish (New Life) 

Tedious new jack/new style hardcore...Heavy riffs, a 
couple of melodic flourishes and in that mid-tempo, ka- 
rate-mosh style. So serious-sounding and so boring. No 
fun at all... (PO Box 700 320, D-44883 Bochum, GER- 
MANY) 


LIQUOR BIKE-Neon Hoop Ride (Grass) 

Could Liquor Bike be the hottest thing from Baltimore 
since the 1970 Orioles or John Waters? Maybe...on their 
second album, the loudness factor is constant, dosed with 
punk, garage and good ‘ol fashioned hard ‘n heavy rock 
and it’s cranked, no matter what you call it. Fiery and 
explosive. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 11571-0800) 


LOCAL H-Ham Fisted (Island) 

Two-piece band, allegedly, although you can definitely 
hear bass, as well...Local H do their damndest to sound 
exactly like Nirvana and pull it off. Raspy vocals, louder ‘n 
fuck guitars and hooky arrangements. Nope, not all that 
original and nowhere near Cobain’s classic songwriting 
talent but damn if | don’t kind of like it, anyway. 


LOS GUSANOS-I'd Love to Save The World (Alt. 
Tentacles, EP) 

Strong punk rock to benefit the Oglala Lakota 
College...this feisty band, fronted by CJ Ramone, offer a 
kickass cover of 10 Years After’s “I’d Love To Change The 
World” and three raucous originals. “Ride” veers into hard 
rock territory, but the energy is high, throughout. An 
improvement from their first 7". (PO Box 419092, SF, CA 
94141) 


LOUDSPEAKER-Rubberneckers vs. Tailgaters (Sym- 
pathy For The Record Industry) 

Slightly more stripped-down and less grunge-like than 
previous Loudspeaker discs, due to the fact that the band 
are now a three-piece. Lizardly (as in Jesus) reverby 
guitar lines, busy, repetitive rhythms and anguished vo- 
cals. Lots of herk and jerk, though “SAM” operates in a 
more straight-forward aggro mode. The influences aren't 
too difficult to pick out, but the execution is tight and 
precise and hits right where it counts. (4901 Virginia, Long 
Beach, CA 90805) 





MEATMEN 


LUNGFISH-Pass and Stow (Dischord) 

Dragging in spots, but still a decent album by this 
Baltimore band. A loud, melodic drone that features 
emotional vocals and a repetitive riff structure that be- 
comes blissfully numbing when the guitars maintain their 
volume. “Cleaner Than Your Surroundings” and the heavier 
“Straightaway” lead off the album, the strongest songs, 
showcasing all of the above. (3819 Beecher St. NW, 
Washington, DC 20007) 


LYNC-These Are Not Full Colors (K) 

Dense, unconventional indy rock. An inviting texture, 
drenched in strangely-tuned guitars, feedback and dis- 
arming minor key melodies inside the thick web. They've 
probably worn out their Sonic Youth and Pavement al- 
bums (obvious touchpoints) and it rubs off on their lowkey 
but stinging and often electrifying songs. (PO Box 7154, 
Olympia, WA 98507) 


MACHINE HEAD-Burn My Eyes (Roadrunner) 

One of the better heavy albums of the year—Machine 
Head may have named themselves after Deep Purple’s 
best album, but there ain’t no organ in sight; just butcher 
block riffs, pounding drums and pissed-off vocal bellow- 
ing. Machine Head take a hint from Pantera, but this 
album sounds more fleshed-out, with a full-bore guitar 
crunch, as well as a nice balance of thrashy and. mid- 
tempo moves. Power to burn. (536 Broadway, 4th Floor, 
New York, NY 10012) 


MADBALL-Set It Off (Roadrunner) 

“The time has come for all to hear/Madball’s back so 
just beware”...here, spreadin’ the hardcore reality in '94 
are Freddy and his boys, most of the late, great Agnostic 
Front (Freddy's brother Roger was AF’s vocalist, as you 
know) and new bassist Hoya. Punchin the face, kickin the 
groin old-school mix of mosh ‘n thrash-styled hardcore. 
Real pissed-off sounding. If it's a dogmeat hardcore fix 
you crave, Madball fit the bill. Nothing new or original, but 
enjoyable in a tesosterone-driven way. (536 Broadway, 
4th Floor, New York, NY 10012) 


MAGNAPOP-Hot Boxing (Priority) 
This record kicks. Clear vocals, warm bass, crisp guitar 
and completely “awake” drumming makes this band sound 


full, due to Bob Mould’s excellent production. I've 
become quite fond of and rather attracted to Linda 
Hopper’s voice—it’s friendly and, yet, at times cheer- 
fully nonchalant. At points, she sounds sweet and 
almost childlike. Check out “Slowly Slowly,” “Here It 
Comes,” “Free Mud,” “Get It Right” and “Ride.” Really 
good music; their moniker suits them—magnificent 
pop from Magnapop. (PO Box 2186, LA, CA 90078) 
(Rob Ross) 


MAN DINGO-ifive (Dr. Strange) 

Nothing requiring in-depth analysis, here—just tune- 
ful, emotionally-charged pop/punk, exactly the sort of 
thing you’d expect from this label. Bright, sunny, hook- 
packed...Yearning vocals, crackling guitars and it’s a 
keeper. (PO Box 7000-177, Alta Loma, CA 91701) 


MAN WILL SURRENDER-Instrument (Conversion, 
EP) 

Mid-tempo post-hardcore throb. Tough, tight and pos- 
sessing melody, groove and edginess in a credible 
package. Ex-members of Chain Of Strength and POW 
pop up in this band. (PO Box 5213, Huntington Beach, 
CA 92615) 


THE MANY-Leech (Bang-On) 

Dark post-punk and metallish material. A quiet, seeth- 
ing storm that erupts with overflowing rage from a 
melodic sea. There’s a certain level of pretense in the 
dramatic, drawn-out songs. “Hidden Space” borders 
on the progressive, almost. Halfway between brilliance 
and overkill. Kept thinking of Mind Over Four, who 
struggled with the same rock-out vs. big artistic state- 
ment dichotomy. 


MARILYN MANSON-Portrait Of An American Fam- 

ily (Nothing/Interscope) 

An air of contrived, pre-packaged nastiness, to be 
sure—naming band members after mass murderers 
straddles the line between cheesiness and tongue-in- 
cheek—but this is a decently visceral combo of \NIN/ 
Ministry steeliness and guitar-blast slab metal. Pissed 
vocals, hard-hitting riffs and enough strangeness (the 
vocals effects on “My Monkey”) to be decadently appeal- 
ing. 


MARY BEATS JANE (Geffen) 

Aggressive metal in the Pantera vein, with a dash of 
MOD-style crossover is what Mary Beats Jane produce. 
Like Pantera, the guitars are crunchy and vocalist Peter 
Dolving at times sounds like Phil from Pantera. Basically, 
MB4J pack the subtletly of a steamroller running over Mr. 
Bill or maybe one of those “Itchy and Scratchy” cartoons. 
Considering the sorry state of metal these days, MBJ are 
a decent diversion from all the crap coming at you. (Andy 
T) 


MC5-Power Trip (Alive) 

Unreleased and rare MC5 is always a reason for 
celebration and, even if the recordings here suffer from 
some subpar sound quality, there's still energy to burn. 
That’s especially true of the classic “Black To Comm,” a 
two chord bash that paved the way for punk rock and 
“Powertrip,” an embryonic version of “Skunk” (from “High 
Time”). The free-form, epic-like nature of “I’m Mad Like 
Elridge Cleaver’ and “Head Sounds” do cross the thresh- 
old of excess, but also capture a raw spirit and intensity. 
An intriguing unearthing, with more to come...look out for 
an album of alternate mixes from the “Back In The USA” 
album. (PO Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) 


McRACKINS-What Came First? (Shredder) 

Mystery Canadian punk trio dressed like cracked eggs 
and playing timeless poppy/punk. Bonus coolness points 
for naming themselves (I think) after an obscure character 
in “Slapshot” and doing a song dedicated to that classic 
film. Any relation to the Hanson Brothers? Another band 
doing the Ramonesy thing right and an impeccably poppy 
knack. (75 Plum Tree Lane, #3, San Rafael, CA 94901) 


MEANS TO AN END (Futurist) 

Astep above the grungy emotives of the Bush-es and 
Pearl Jams of the world. You might want to call vocalist 
J.D. Warnock Kurt Vedder, mixing a rasp with gutteral 
tonsil power and lotsa angst. The thick thomy riffs convey 


a thundering pulse and not-too-shabby melodicism, 
though, that results in something outside the real o’ the 
‘mersh and that’s why this album ain't all that bad. (6 
Greene St., 2nd Floor, New York, NY 10013) 


MEATMEN-Toilet Slave (Meat King) 

Is Tesco Vee the ultimate Post-Sensitive Male. Hell, | 
don't think sensitive and Tesco can go in the same 
sentence! The legend returns with 3 new partners in crime 
and 22 songs of scatological, satirical and puerile delight. 
Hard rockin’ punk tunes, keeping a proud tradition alive 
that dates back to the Dictators, only Tesco is far cruder 
than Handsome Dick could ever imagine. In addition to 
raucous covers of the Deadbeats' “Kill The Hippies,” the 
Osmonds “Crazy-Horses” and Dylan's “Everybody Must 
Get Stoned” (where Warrior Soul's Kory Clarke again gets 
dissed), there are classics in the making like “We're The 
Meatmen (And You Suck),” the lounge lizard-like “Stella,” 
the anti-Dead “Brainwashed By LSD” and penile con- 
cerned “Pop A Boner’ and “Jerkin’ Off.” Cheesy, over the 
top, juvenile—just the antidote to the threat of maturity or 
respectability. Long live the Meatmen! (Box 5542, McLean, 
VA 22103) 


MEGA CITY FOUR-Peel Sessions (Dutch East) 

To borrow a phrase, a manic pop thrill. That this band 
hasn't caught on in the US and doesn’t even have a label 
deal is one the music industry's current high crimes. 
Hooks, energy and sweet vocals. | guess just writing 
catchy songs doesn't cut it in the current musical climate. 
This disc includes sessions from '88 and '93, roughly 
recorded, yet stinging with a pure pop buzz. (PO Box 800, 
Rockville Ctr., NY 11571-0800) 


MELTING HOPEFULS-Space Flyer (Shanachie/Big 
Pop) 

Very nice. Sonic guitars wash a background of strong 
melodies and solid, breathy vocals. Renée Lo Bue has a 
lovely voice which moves without strain from slower 
songs to the more uptempo material. | can hear snatches 
of*My Bloody Valentine to Belly to a fuzzed-up R.E.M. 
running throughout this record. On the right path. (PO Box 
12870, Philadelphia, PA 19108) (Rob Ross) 


MELVINS-Stoner Witch (Atlantic)/Prick (AmRep) 

Some of the songs on “Stoner Witch” are as accessible 
as the Melvins will ever likely become—hammering, but 
semi-hooky bludgeon rockers like “Resolve” and 
“Roadbull,” ending with an irresistable whistling coda. 
“June Bug,” an instrumental, rides a Black Flag-like riff 
surge for all its worth, throwing in a little surf guitar for good 
measure. “Lividity,” on the other hand is an exercise in 
excessive tedium, Par forthe Melvins’ uneven course, but 
when they're on, they're deadly. “Prick” is another matter, 
entirely. Often unlistenable dreck that presents itself as a 
huge sonic joke, a “Metal Machine Music” for the 90s— 
well, sort of, ‘cause while “MMM” was nothing more than 
white noise, atleast the selections here contain a modicrum 
of structure—even an instrumental (“Larry”) that would've 
fit on any Melvins’ album. Still, most is a hodgepodge— 
the tail end of a live set (“Montreal”), with the audience 
screaming for Primus while the Melvins’ crawl to the finish 
line with sporadic drum thuds, odd passages and form- 
less noise. If the Melvins gave Atlantic the right of first 
refusal for these recordings, I’d have loved to have been 
there when the label execs played the tape... 


BLOODY MESS & THE SKABS-Hung Over And Stoned 
(Black & Blue) 

Keeper of the GG flame and punk rocker extraodinaire 
Mess returns for his second album of three chord, gutteral 
rant. Actually, the title track is acoustic country (sorta), 
showing the multi-dimensionality of this unique artist. 
Bloody has a voice to peel the paint and the songs are 
short buzz-blasts. Includes an extended interview seg- 
ment. (Suite 152, 400 D. Putnam Pike, Smithfield, RI 
02917) 


MIGHTY PURPLE-Bohica (Wonderland) 

| will try to be kind to a record | really did not enjoy. Call 
it age or well-honed cynicism, but this is exactly the kind 
of hapless indie shit | so deplore. Roll out the cliché carpet 
on songs like “Fucked Up Kid” (...”nothing left ahead of 
me, no reason to go back..."—oh Christ) and “Power 
Song” (..."people stand together ‘cause we cannot stand/ 


no we cannot stand to be alone..."—HELP!). Guys, 
please—a helpful hint—you’ve got some real possibilities 
because your melodic abilities are there. Work on the 
lyrics and get rid of the half-baked image. A little cleaning 
up and you just may turn out great and I'd be a total dick. 
Until then, I’m not. (374 Treadwell St., Hamden, CT 
06514) (Rob Ross) 


MILK-Succeeding/Receding (Spanish Fly) 

Nervous music for nervous times. Milk’s second album 
has the same merits and shortcomings as their debut—a 
fragile, but on the verge of explosive tension sound, with 
odd-jangle guitars, nasally vocals and sharp rhythms. 
Dark room music, capturing both the inner turmoil of post- 
adolescent angst as well as the somber despair. | 
guess...Brings back memories of Boston ca.’81-82, where 
many bands had this sort of depressive angularity. (2217 
Nicollet Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55404) 


MILKMINE-Braille (Choke Inc.) 

Once upon a time, people used to describe the really 
ugly, noisy rock stuff as pigfuck and I’m here to resurrect 
the term. Two bass guitars feed back and otherwise raise 
holy heck, along with club-footed drumming keeping the 
groove. Nothing pretty, though there are some quieter 
moments. Ultimately, though, the comment “that’s com- 
pletely sick” that precedes “Split Tail” is a more appropri- 
ate assessment. (1376 W. Grand, Chicago, IL 60622) 


MIND OVER MATTER-Security (WreckAge) 

Strong longplayer, after two decent 7" releases, for this 
Long Island band. Grinding, lurching hardcore with an 
abundance of rhythmic fluidity and a thorny guitar sound 
to go along with the frayed, emotional vocals. Such 
instrumental adeptness separates ‘em from the slow ‘n 
boring hordes. Intense stuff. (451 W. Broadway, 2N, NY, 
NY 10012) 


MISTAKEN-Santa Fe (Triple X) 

The Angry Samoans may have been a long time ago 
and perhaps juvenile and silly, but they were fun and 
made some great snotty punk and garage music. Which 
leads us to the Mistaken, ex-Samoan Gregg Turner's new 
band and it’s a disappointment. Except for the psyche- 
delic rave of “The Kingdom Of My Mind” and “Nowhere 
Around,” most of the songs here are tepid, 60s pop froth. 
No grit or mind-messing properties. A shame. (PO Box 
862529, Los Angeles, CA 90086-2529) 


M.O.D.-Devolution (Energy) 

No, this isn't a tribute to Devo, you fuckin’ jarhead, this 
is Billy Milano’s latest comeback and not a shabby one at 
that. I’m not sure if “Land Of The Free” is simple-minded 
patriotism or a rant against the powers that be (and if it's 
the former, FUCK AMERICA, anyway), but the album's a 
decent blend of thrash blitz and metal crunch. You can 
hear similarities to Motorhead and COC and Billy's bellow 
would do spiritual father Ralph Kramden proud (some- 
where, Gleason is smiling!). Heavy...(545 8th Ave., 17th 
Floor, NY, NY 10018) 


MOMMYHEADS-Flying Suit (Dromedary) 

Very much in the 60s pop vein. The Mommyheads love 
the Beatles the same way Squeeze did, having that 
influence become part of the overall framework, instead 
of merely copying. Some hooky moments (“Sandman”), 
but also too lightweight, angelic harmonies or not. (PO 
Box 17, Boonton, NJ 07005) 


MORSEL-Noise Floor (Choke Inc.) 

Actually, not as noisy as you'd want it to be. Morsel are 
a loud trio, but there’s a fair amount of stranger, artier 
material, as well—quieter, undistorted, adding an ele- 
ment of distinction, though it doesn’t have the craved 
powerful presence. “Super 9” is oddly strange and tribal. 
A bit of the unexpected, for good and bad. (1376 W. 
Grand, Chicago, IL 60622) 


MOTOCASTER-Stay Loaded (Interscope) 

Retro trip, as you can imagine. Motocaster aren't really 
psychedelic, though, instead plumbing a loud ‘n rockin’ 
vein. Some slicker elements, as well as a misguided 
country-inflected foray (“Farah”), but there’s enough 
pounding, bad-ass garage rock provided by the likes of 
“Pull The Plug,” “Sweet Pearl” and others to keep it lively. 


A feast of revved-up guitars and in-your-face drums to 
give it that butt-kicking ambiance. 


MOUNT SHASTA-Put The Creep On (Skin Graft) 

If Robert Mitchum makes an acting comeback, these 
guys should do the soundtrack. Malevolent, aggressive 
punk noise-spew that doesn't let up for one second in its 
gleeful, wanton intent. Guitar, bass and drums hammer 
away in bludgeoning tandem, along with harsh, nasal 
vocals. Not pretty, but liberating in its single-minded 
journey to bash your senses in. (PO Box 257546, Chi- 
cago, IL 60625) 


MUDHONEY-My Brother The Cow (Reprise) 

Kind of a return to the garage roots and | like it better 
than the last few releases. Not too slick and Arm’s vocals 
appropriately-raspy. Great three chord stomp courtesy of 
“Execution Style,” while “1995” comes on as a tribute to 
the first couple of Stooges albums, with the title, coy lyrical 
couplets and braying sax, all anchored by a head-mess- 
ing, slow fuzz burn. Good and rough. 


MULE-If | Don’t Six (Quarterstick) 

The second full-length album from Mule doesn’ttamper 
too much with their formula—there’s a new drummer 
(Jake Wilson, replacing Jim Kimball) and soulful organ, 
but this is still greasy, southern-tinged RAWK, 
motherfucker. Preston brays in that ornery, yahoo twang, 
to go along with the muscular, push ‘n pull bluesy rock 
shuffles. The true roots music forthe age. (PO Box 25432, 
Chicago, IL 60625) 


NAKED AGGRESSION-March March Along (Mighty) 

Oh, those punk rock idealists. Naked Aggression keep 
the flame burning for straight forward, thrasharama, politi- 
cized punk and, while a throwback, the points expressed 
hit home, especially in the Newt world order. The jazzy 
“Life On The Road” swings like MIA’s “Murder In A Foreign 
Place” and the basic, rough punk structures are a wel- 
come antidote to tesosterone-saturated, new-jack 
hardcore. (PO Box 1833, LA, CA 90078) 


NAKED SUN-Wonderdrug (Omni) 

The upside and downside of doing this ‘zine is the 
amount of music | get sent—good, because there’s that 
sense of discovering some unexpected gem and bad 
because not only is about 85-90% of what I’m sent these 
days average at best and often worse, but, also because 
publicists ring my phone and leave messages wanting to 
know when I'm going to review said releases. (luckily, 
most of these people don’t have my work number, so 
they're forced to leave messages and | can ignore a lot of 
them at will). Now notall publicists are evil and most of the 
better ones know to leave me alone, anyway—but this 
label's publicist has been persistent almost to the point of 
obnoxiousness. And, surprise of surprises, the album at 
hand, by New York's Naked Sun, is a true stinker. Over- 
blown, pompy prog rock, the sort of thing that any self- 
respecting punk rocker would convulse into laughter on 
first hearing. Shit, you even have to pay $2 just to have the 
pleasure to read their lyrics. I've wasted enough space, 
here. This truly blows! (PO Box 20605, Tompkins Square 
Park, NY, NY 10009) 


NEW BOMB TURKS-Information Highway Revisited 
(Crypt) 

The simple fact is that the New Bomb Turks are the 
absolute REAL SHIT right now—few other places will you 
find such a perfect blend of garage and punk scorch that 
transcends the ages. Those less-charitable have ac- 
cused them of being derivative and, well, yeah, but who 
isn’tandit’s what you do with it that matters. The Turks are 
fans (you should've seen the longing in vocalist Eric 
Davidson's eyes when | told him | had an original pressing 
of the Nervous Eaters’ obscure classic “Just Head,” a 
song the band has covered). Their passion for pure, 
unadulterated punk rock comes roaring through each 
song . This album outdoes their first by merit of a more 
varied attack—the menacing trounce-truncheon beat of 
“Girl Can Help It” slaps your head silly and then it’s slam- 
dunked by “Demolition Girl” (by the Saints, for the unini- 
tiated)-inspired “Sinking Feeling.” Listening to the Turks 
makes you realize just how much bullshit 99% of the other 
music out there is. They're that good...(PO Box 140528, 
Staten Island, NY 10314-0528) 
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NEW IDOL SON-Reach (Pavement) 

Not too bad heavy rock, though nothing I'd cream over, 
either. New Idol Son play in a 70s-rooted hard rock vein, 
updated for the 90s. Slick and polished, but with a 
sometimes-inviting, guitar-driven aggressiveness. (PO 
Box 476867, Chicago, IL 60647) 


NINE POUND HAMMER-Hayseed Timebomb (Crypt) 

One of the better combinations of shit-kick country and 
Ramones punk-a-rama since the Lazy Cowgirls’ heyday 
(to give ‘em their due, these guys have been hashing it out 
nearly as long). Nine Pound Hammer favor a cranked-up 
guitar assault, speedy tempo and a Kentucky twang in the 
vocals and trad-country rev-up arrangements. “Outta The 
Way, Pigfuckers” probably sums up the sentiment, al- 
though that song also expresses a sentiment to escape 
their hayseed hell. Beer-drinkers and hell-raisers? Look 
no further... (PO Box 140528, Staten Island, NY 10314- 
0528) 


NIRVANA-MTV Unplugged In New York (DGC) 

Yes, it's a tragedy Kurt’s dead. But sentiment can’t 
obscure the fact that this is a dull album. The whole 
unplugged concept usually means too-quiet versions of 
songs that need volume and “About A Girl,” “On A Plain” 
and “Come As You Are” definitely come up lacking, 
compared to the studio takes. The three Meat Puppets’ 
covers are equally tepid, except, perhaps, for an impas- 
sioned “Lake Of Fire.” Leave the unplugged albums to the 
likes of Clapton or Elton John. Nirvana made their repu- 
tation combining punk volume and classic pop and rock 
hooks and this isn't the proper setting. The forthcoming 
live, electric album should be more like it. 


NO EMPATHY-You're So Smart (Johann’s Face) 

Another album, already, for No Empathy and this one’s 
their best. Punchy, aggressive and melodic. Marc’s got 
lung power to spare, a mix of brawn and sensitivity (if you 
listen real close) and the songs pack hooks with a wallop. 
In that Chicago tradition (Naked Raygun, Pegboy, Effi- 
gies) of emotionally-charged, masculine rock with a pop 
heart, (PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


NOFX-Punk In Drublic (Epitaph) 

NOFX rule...proudly punk and ranty as hell in a co- 
opted world. And ata time when so many punk ‘nhardcore 
bands take themselves so goddamned seriously, these 
bozos have a brain and a sense of humor. Also, a 
bucketload of loud, fast, infectious songs. “Don't Call Me 
White” has been getting me through the day most of the 
past few weeks, as catchy a tune as you'll hear this year. 
“The Brews" replaces “oi” with “oy” for a Hasidic bootboy 
anthem (if there can be such a thing). And the horn-laced 
ballad “My Heart Is Yearning” and trombone bit on “Dig” 
gets me every time: | fuckin’ love this album. (6201 Sunset 
Blvd., #111, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


NOTHING PAINTED BLUE-Placeholders (Scat) 

Non-distinct indy pop rock, mixing in louder parts and 
some Beatle-ized/60s pop moves. Inoffensive, but not a 
lot.of memorable hooks, either. (distr. by Matador, 676 
Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 


NOVA MOB (Restless) 

Grant Hart's back again, for another go-round, and the 
resulting album (with a revamped Nova Mob) is as hap- 
hazard and uneven as everything else he’s done since the 
Husker divorce. Brief glimpses of energetic pop (“Old 
Empire,” “Little Miss Information,” “Shoot Your Way To 
Freedom,” “The Sins Of Their Sons”) along with quieter, 
less-compelling compositions. Adding a second guitarist 
was a good idea and this is a lot more consistent that the 
last Nova Mob LP and Grant's solo stuff. Still, maybe it’s 
longing for the good old days, but there’s not much of a 
kick where it counts or lingering afterbuzz that one craves. 
At least he didn’t attempt a concept album, this time. 
(1616 Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood, CA 90028-6420) 


NRA-Surf City Amsterdam (Ignition) 

Not exactly surf music, although a few songs hint at it. 
Melodically-tinged punk and hardcore, occasionally pro- 
viding a head-grabbing hookiness (“Bail”). The thrashier 
songs, while breaking no new ground, have an infectious, 
up-tempo energy. In Siskel & Ebert parlance, a mild 


thumbs-up. (PO Box 9162, 1800 GD Alkmaar, NETHER- 
LANDS) 


OASIS-Definitely Maybe (Epic) 

A lot of hoopla has surrounded this band in the British 
press, but, all that aside, this is not a bad record by any 
means. Very 60s-looking and sounding, not unlike (of 
course) the Stone Roses. No dance elements here, 
however; this band thrives on the 2 guitar/bass/drum 
format. I'm curious to hear what their 2nd album willbe like 
or if they, too, will be the one-LP wunderkind. (R. Ross) 


OBITUARY-World Demise (Roadrunner) 

Welcome to the supermarket of music—in aisle one, 
it’s the now trendy and popular punk rock music. Aisle two 
has country, aisle three, rap and over on aisle four we've 
got heavy metal. Follow the aisle to the shelf labeled death 
metal (to the left of grindcore). Brand name or generic? 
You could pick up the new and improved Obituary, 
figuring they're definitely brand name and “World De- 
mise” could very well be a better Obituary. Is it really new? 
Nope—it’s still Obituary doing what they've done for three 
Straight albums. Improved? Well, in the limited realm of 
death, Obituary were/are one of the better acts but, aside 
from the African drum sample on “Kill For Me” and John 
Tardy’s slightly-more articulated demon growl, it’s still 
basically the same. ( 536 Broadway, 4th Floor, New York, 
NY 10012) (Andy T.) 


OBLIVION-Stop Thief (Johann’s Face) 

Uptempo, thrashy ‘n melodic punk mixing in some rock 
‘n roll and pop sensibilities. Lots of velocity and tuneful- 
ness, as wellas a fewatonal twists. Doesn't blow me away 
like other bands doing this sort of thing (seems to be the 
popular style of the moment), but certainly energetic and 
enjoyable. (PO Box 479164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


OLD MAN-Tragic Lessons (Grass) 

Fair to middlin’ indy pop/punk/rock—Old Man play 
their songs with heart and chops and some of the songs 
here, especially “Where’s My Gun” and “Southside,” rock 
with authority and scorch. Not bad. (PO Box 800, Rockville 
Ctr., NY 11571-0800) 


ONE HIT WONDER-Where’s The World? (Rockworld/ 
Sony, EP) 

Something smells phony about this...this-semi-punky 
band are managed by Aerosmith’s old manager and, 
lightweight anthemic moves aside, there’s a slickness to 
the arrangements and rock moves that make it sound like 
LA strip rock with a different haircut. By the way, the guitar 
bridge in “After Her Disaster” is rather blatantly stolen 
from “Paperback Writer” and the leads, vocals and har- 
monies give away the metal roots. Some hooks, but 
something still smells... 


ONESPOT FRINGEHEAD (Merkin) 

Groovy, grungy heavy-rock—thundering riffs and a 
smattering of melodic texture. When you play it loud, it 
sounds OK, but, ultimately, this is just fair-to-middlin’ stuff. 
After the bang-up, chaotic start of “Puddle,” minor disap- 
pointment soon sets in. (310 E. Biddle St., Baltimore, MD 
21202) 


ONWARD-In A Different Place (Crucial Response) 

Hard and fast hardcore—time stands still in Europe. 
Onward’s velocity driven approach helps—none of this 
heavy slog shit—even if the sound and lyrical trappings 
are predictable and have a “heard before” quality. Kids 
still having their say. (Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 Oberhausen, 
GERMANY) 


ORANGE 9mm-Driver Not Included (Eastwest) 

Confident, powerful rock. It's got that groove thing, it’s 
got the crunch and a true asset in Chaka’s forceful, soulful 
vocalizing. As if Quicksand had been infused with a heavy 
metal mainline. Heavy and heady, at the same time and 
certainly laying waste a lot of the “new jack” hardcore stuff 
out there. 


ORDER FROM CHAOS-Plateau Of Invincibility 
(Shivadarshana, EP) 

Vikings? Bikers? The image is along those lines and 
the music straddles the death/thrash/hardcore line. Remi- 
niscent of Bathory, in the macho motif, glass-gargle 


vocals and speedy tempos (and chasm-like production). 
Loud ‘n fast for those of you who still crave thrashed-out 
insanity. (distr. by Ax/ction, PO Box 623, Kendall Sq., 
Cambridge, MA 02142-0005) 


ORIGINAL SINS-Acid Bubble Punk (Psonik) 

The Sins’ sixth album and they've got it down pretty 
well, at this point—60s garage punk, pop and psychedelia. 
More hallucinogenic and poppy than raunchy, although 
there’s enough scorch to keep the animal instinct happy. 
“Track Twelve” aka “Talkin’ Maybe Third Eye Don’t Care 
Blues” is a humorous, talkin’ blues tale. Get out your 
paisley. (PO Box 22272, Lehigh Valley, PA 18002-2272) 


PAGANS-Everybody Hates You (Crypt) 

Pete Wegele, wherever you are, thanks for trading me 
that copy of “What's This Shit Called Love” back in '84, 
‘cause my life hasn’t been the same since. 2 1/2 minutes 
or so of obscenely rough guitars, attitude-saturated vo- 
cals and some of the greatest lyrics in rock ‘n roll history. 
The Pagans were one of the prime down ‘n dirty progeni- 
tors of American punk rock in the late 70s, influencing 
such bands as Gaunt, New Bomb Turks andthe Meatmen, 
to name only a few. Their own inspiration came from the 
pop/anarchy of early Who anda strong dose of Thunders- 
derived swagger. The eternal delinquent or troublemaker 
and you're not sure if the cool fagade masks a heart of 
stone or gold. The Pagans’ stuff has been repackaged 
many times over the years, but this 30 song disc is the 
most complete, covering all their '77-’79 material, the 
1983 “Pink Album” and a later single. Sound quality is hit 
and miss, not every song is a complete revelation but, for 
kickass, raw, no bullshit punk rock, the Pagans’ slugging 
percentage was a lot higher than a whole boatload of 
candy-assed pretenders. (PO Box 140528, Staten Island, 
NY 10314-0528) 


PANSY DIVISION-Pile Up (Lookout) 

Asingles collection by these purveyors of “queercore.” 
Folky and poppy and there’s something enjoyably sub- 
versive hearing innocent pop ditties with plaintive vocals 
singing about anal sex and other fun things. Creative 
cover choices—Prince’s “Jack U Off,” Spinal Tap’s “Big 
Bottom,” “Jackson,” done as a duet with Beat Happening’s 
Calvin and the Nirvana tribute (sort of), “Smells Like 
Queer Spirit.” I'll bet those mall-rat Green Day crowds got 
an earful when these guys opened for them! Queer, yes, 
but straights will like it, too! (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 
94701) 


PEGBOY-Earwig (Quarterstick) 

Three years between albums is a long time to wait— 
only an EP, in the interim, but Pegboy are back, slinging 
the classic punk/pop they've always plied and still effec- 
tive at it. Full-bodied, stinging guitars, cannonade drums 
and Larry Damore’s throaty yearn. Denser and darker, but 
packing the hooks. Also, bonus points for covering Boston 
legends Mission Of Burma’s “Revolver.” (PO Box 25342, 
Chicago, IL 60625) 


PENAL COLONY-5 Man Job (Cleopatra) 

Remixes by the likes of Frontline Assembly, Laether 
Strip, Psychic TV, Spahn Ranch and the Penal boys, 
themselves. Aggressive, post-punk slam with some ma- 
chine-generated clatter. Penal Colony are, first and fore- 
most, a living, breathing band and this album forges a 
workable combination of forceful instrumentation and 
technology, making the mechanical aspects a part of 
sound, a complement, instead of being a slave to it. Loud 
guitars at the fore, spearheading the angry assault. FLA’s 
mix of “Among The Living” packs a huge hook, while 
Spahn’s “Blue Nine” resembles NIN’s assault. Something 
to rip at your soul. Comes in the CD + graphics format, 
which | have neither the technology for or knowledge to 
further enlighten you. (8726 S. Sepulveda Bivd., Suite 
D82, Los Angeles, CA 90045) 


PHOBIA-Return To Desolation (Relapse) 

Phobia’s righteous messages—against greed, racism 
and oppressive governments—is lost in the subterannean, 
hyperspeed blur. Rev it up and play as fast as you can, 
with distortion on stun level. More numbing than cathartic. 
Rage, without substance. (PO Box 251, Millersville, PA 
17551) 
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PICASSO TRIGGER-T’ain’t (Alias, EP) 

Loud sounds, short bursts and against the grain. On 
their latest EP, Picasso Trigger don’t sound any less- 
nettled. Piledriving bass, almost drowning out the vocals 
and braying vocals. The aural expression of having a bad 
fuckin’ day. (2815 W. Olive Ave., Burbank, CA 91505) 


PIGFACE-Notes From Thee Underground (Invisible) 

That Martin Atkins always has something going on, 
especially on the Pigface front. Another full-length album, 
with the usual all-star cast, including Gen from Psychic 
TV, Leslie from Silverfish, Duane Dennison (Jesus Liz- 
ard), Ogre, Mike Gira, Biafra, Andrew Weiss (Rollins) and 
even Shonen Knife (on a vocal sample). Eclectic as fuck, 
though often in a danceable vein. Yet, that’s not totally 
true. Just what's going on, then? “Magazine” is tribal and 
punky, “Think” melds samples and a strong dance beat to 
a rip of Zep’s “Kashmir,” “Your Own You Own” crosses 
stop ‘n start aggressive rock with sampling, “while 
Divebomber’ lives up to its name, as does the intense 
“Steamroller.” This all works better in. the live setting, 
though this is better than typical rhythm fodder, mainly 
due to the talent involved. (PO Box 16008, Chicago, IL 
60016) 


PILE UP-Norwalk (Headhunter) 

Churning, aggressive guitar-driven rock, but also with 
a hint of accessibility. | didn't peek at the press release, 
but I'd be willing to bet these guys are a San Diego band, 
by merit of their nervy and loud approach. Powerful riffs, 
a thick ‘nkickin’ bass sound andit works really well. (4901- 
906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) 


PINHEAD GUNPOWDER-Jump Salty (Lookout) 

With Green Day’s huge popularity, Lookout'll sell a 
shitload of these and why the hell not—tough, scrappy 
punk-pop. Green Day’s Billie Joe joins Mike (ex-Fuel), Bill 
from Monsula and Aaron from Crimpshrine and Sweet 
Baby and it’s a kickass punkfest from start to finish. Billie 
Joe’s sweet and Mike’s gruff vocal styles offer a workable 
contrast and, in addition to the ragged guitar crunch, the 
secret weapon is Aaron's little-engine-that-could drum 
backbeat. The songs, recorded in’91 and’92, come from 
a couple of 7" EP’s and some compilation tracks. These 
guys should work together again. (PO Box 11374, Berke- 
ley, CA 94701) 


PITCHBLENDE-Au Jus (Fistpuppet/Cargo) 

Whereas Pitchblende’s last album harnessed obvious 
influences into their own thorny permutation, “Au Jus” isn’t 
as derivative and stakes out challenging, enticing terri- 
tory. Subtle, arty elements that have a way of sneaking 
into your subconscious. Some Keith Levene guitarscratch, 
but the emphasis is on intricate, rhythmic post-punk 
explosiveness. Inventive and powerful. (3058 N. Clybourn 
Ave., Chicago, IL 60618) 


PITCH SHIFTER-The Remix War (Earache, EP) 
Heavy-duty remixes by the likes of Biohazard, 
Therapy?, Gunshot and the PS boys, themselves. Indus- 
trialized metal crunch and dabblings with hip-hop. Repeti- 
tive, but effective. (295 Lafayette St.,#915, NY, NY 10012) 


PIZZICATO FIVE-Made In USA (Matador) 

Made in Japan, actually. Pizzicato Five (a trio, no less) 
dote on 60s and 70s pop forms, especially soul and disco, 
as well as forays into jazzy cabaret and it’s a kitschy trip. 
A modern dance-track/sampling element is added to the 
mix. Creamy, soul-diva vocals gliding over the lush 
arrangments. Nope, this sure ain't indy rock. (676 Broad- 
way, NY, NY 10012) 


PLANET HATE-Mother Are You Mad? (Energy) 

True metal is kind of a rare commodity, these days. 
Planet Hate don’t further the style’s legacy all that much, 
but they mix up the attack. Thrash, funkier moves and 
some pure power-metal moves harkening back to the 
heyday of Overkilland Testament. Those who are deathed- 
out or loathe grunge may find something here. More 
tesosterone than you can shake a stick at. 


PODS-Where I’m Calling From 
Hit and miss album by this band featuring ex- 
Lemonhead Ben Deily—the tougher-edged punk pop 


songs make the strongest impact but there are fey ten- 
dencies, as well. Some cheesy AOR tendencies pop up 
("There”), but, in their defense, the hooks predominate. 
“Name In Vain,” which also appeared on their 7", is still the 
standout. Better than anything Mr. Pin-Up Boy Dando has 
done recently, but not as power-drenched as I'd prefer. 
(PO Box 472, Cambridge, MA 02142-0004) 


POISON IDEA-Religion & Politics Part 1 & 2 (Tim/ 
Kerr)/The Early Years (Tim/Kerr)/War All The Time 
(Tim/Kerr)/Dysfunctional Songs For Codependent 
Addicts (Tim/Kerr) 

There’s no doubt that Poison Idea earned their “Kings 
Of Punk” moniker and their demise, after over a decade 
of high-powered supremacy leaves a big musical gap (no 
pun about physical characteristics intended). “Religion & 
Politics” pulls together 5 outtakes from the “We Must 
Burn” sessions and a live version of “Say Goodbye.” The 
band’s early punk and new wave influences are more 
apparent—the melodic intro to the title track that comes 
across as a homage to the intro of “Smash It Up” by the 
Damned, as well as the cover of “New Rose” on “War” and 
Devo’s “Blockhead” (what a great song) on “Religion.” 
“The Early Years” presents the band in their formative 
years, culled from demos (some of which appeared on the 
“Darby Crash Rides Again” 7") and a live, commonly- 
circulated radio broadcast. Loud, fast and timeless. “War 
All The Time” was the followup to their “Kings Of Punk” 
album and has been reissued, for the first time on CD, 
after being out of print forever (it originally appeared on 
the short-lived Alchemy label). It presents the band at the 
pinnacle of their power, a throttling hardcore blast from 
Start to finish. Not a lot of bands could dovetail a 
barrellhouse piano piece with a blistering thrash assault 
and make it flow perfectly, as they do with “Ritual Chicken” 
and “Nothing Is Final.” The “Dysfunctional” disc continues 
the deluge, a reissue of the “lan MacKaye” EP, appended 
by live tracks and a remix. Incorporating a little more of the 
speed metal thing (in the leads, mainly), though in the 
thrash ‘n rage context that they mastered. One of the best 
bands, ever, period. (PO Box 42423, Portland, OR 97242) 


POND-The Practice Of Joy Before Death (Sub Pop) 

Pond’s first album was a sleeper hit. This follow-up, 
unfortunately, is in occasionally in danger of putting me to 
sleep. Fractured pop/noise stuff, some delving into 
psychedelia. “Glass Sparkles” packs a visceral punch 
with ugly riffing and a trippy undertow, followed by the 
drum-hammer/loud pop of “Van.” Power is sometimes 
replaced by lethargy, though, especially the lengthy “Rock 
Collection.” Real hit and miss, but repeated listenings are 
revealing subliminal and sublime qualities. (POB 20645, 
Seattle, WA 98102) 


POP WILL EAT ITSELF-Dos Dedos Mis Amigo (Noth- 
ing/interscope) 

It’s still eating itself... would someone eat them, please? 
These days, PWEI are playing a sort of mutant beatbox- 
rap rock, and, while there are moments to rival their poppy 
origins and beefy guitars in the mix, this musical sponge 
seldom add much to what they’re absorbing. | can't 
dance, either. 


PORCH (Mammoth/Prawn Song) 

Painfully loud, driving skronk. The kind that can bring 
on fits of violence. In the Lizard/Crain/Wreck vein, braying 
vocals struggling to be heard against a dense, thundering 
cloud of guitar/bass/drums mania. Head-messing from 
Start to finish and also including one fucked-up cover of 
the Pretenders’ “Tattooed Love Boys.” (3470 19th St., SF, 
CA 94110) 


POSTER CHILDREN-Junior Citizen (Sire/Reprise) 

Is this the scientist rock the Minutemen alluded to? 
Heck if | know, but it makes for one hell of a lead-in. The 
Poster Kids are poppier, this time out, but still capable of 
coming up with a steaming wash of guitars—"Revolution 
Year Zero” makes that point abundantly clear. “He’s My 
Star’ offers an unconventionally straight-forward, stripped- 
down pop structure. It’s still tough to describe to a novice 
how the band sounds—someone asked me at my store, 
not too long ago, and | honestly couldn’t articulate it, 
except to say “loud guitar rock.” Yeah, | guess it’s true, but 
there’s a coolness, a cleverness that doesn’t scream 
PROCESSED PRODUCT. Colorful sleeve art, too, in 


case you wondered what they'd look like as JapAnimation 
characters. 


PRO-PAIN-The Truth Hurts (Energy) 

Yes, the photos in the booklet are as disgusting as 
you’ve been hearing—a collection of early century mur- 
der photos; come to think of it, so was “Headache” by Big 
Black (some truly grotesque morgue shots). Like with 
“Natural Born Killers”, it’s the reality of the world and, also, 
a culture of voyeurism. That’s the statement (I think...). 
And Pro-Pain have every fucking right to make it. As for 
more mundane concerns, like the music here, Pro-Pain’s 
crunch ‘n mosh has a little more multi-dimensionality this 
time around. Gary’s hoarse emanations are an acquired 
taste but, ultimately, he sounds like John Brannon, in his 
Negative Approach days. As far as the HARD sound 
goes, this more than gets the job done. (545 8th Ave., 17th 
Floor, NY, NY 10018) 


PUBLIC ENEMY-Muse Sick-N-Hour Mess Age (Def 
Jam) 

Rap’s been in a sad state, the last few years— 
cartoonish, clichéd portrayals of gang life, weed tokin’, 
misogyny and no fuckin’ grit in the groove. As James 
Brown said, “talking loud and saying nothing.” Disposable 
Heroes Of Hiphoprisy offered a brief respite from the sea 
of shit but, now PE’s back, after two disappointing albums 
in a row. Damn straight they're back—slammin’ and 
jammin’, to speak out against gang-banger idiocy, the use 
of “nigga” terminology and substance abuse that threat- 
ens the future of so many. Tight, hammering beats, crisp 
elocution, all put together in a pulsating, urgent package. 
Perhaps the best rap album since PE’s “Fear Of A Black 
Planet.” Some claim that time’s passed ‘em by, that hip- 
hop nation isn't listening to them, anymore. And, sure, it 
can be argued that PE have put together a bill of goods, 
themselves, black militancy in an entertaining package. It 
is entertaining as hell—also possessing more substance 
than the clowns and freaks that have basically ruined hip- 
hop. Take it back, PE! 


PUNGENT STENCH-Club Mondo Bizarre (Nuclear 
Blast) 

Strong album by this Austrian metal power trio. Typical 
rip-throat vocals, but overcome bya musically-solid punch. 
Chugging, heavy riffs hitting with concise precision. Draw- 
ing inspiration from the hard ‘n heavy sounds of Pantera 
or Biohazard, with a psychosexual lyrical twist. An evolu- 
tion from their death metal roots to something more 
substantial. (PO Box 251, Millersville, PA 17551) 


PUSH ON JUNIOR (Butt, EP) 

Another in-between band, that is, in-between mighty 
and lame. Push On Junior's semi-grungy/semi-melodic 
sound has both feistiness and slickness that could lead 
‘em either way. Guitars are loud, vocals yearn, and the 
arrangements vary from Alterna-ready to something a bit 
punkier. On the fence? You bet... (3332 W. 32nd St., 
Minneapolis, MN 55416) 


QUEER-Desperate Living (Spanish Fly) 

A high annoyance factor, though occasionally-effec- 
tive sloppy post-punk. Dense, forceful arrangements, 
some weird slide guitar and evena fucked-up, uncredited 
cover of “Tainted Love.” Depends on ‘yer mood as to 
whether you’d dig it. I’m ambivalent. (2217 Nicollet Ave. 
South, Minneapolis, MN 55404) 


QUEERS-Beat Off (Lookout)/Surf Goddess (Lookout, 
EP)/Rocket To Russia (Selfless) 

What's not to love, with an album called “Beat Off" and 
one three chord basher after another. The Queers mix up 
the thrashy with a more blatant Ramones cop or two and 
it's always a pleasure. Joe and B-Face are helped out by 
onetime Screeching Weasels Panic and Vapid and they 
pay tribute to that band’s fearless leader onthe inspiringly- 
titled “Ben Weasel.” “Surf Goddess’ dispenses with thrash 
(though there is a revved-up cover of the Undertones’ 
“Get Over You”) and has a more pronounced old punk 
flavor. Snappy and catchy, as always. Finally, good luck 
finding it, ‘cause it’s limited to 1700 copies, but The 
Queers do the third installment in the Ramones’ tribute 
series, covering “Rocket To Russia’ in its entirety. Low- 
key in approach, as Joe’s vocals are somewhat sedate, 
but they keep to their own charming style. Kind of hard to 
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fuck up the Ramones, really. Cool harmonies on 
“Rockaway Beach.” Besides Weir’s Beach (white trash 
heaven!), The Queers remain one of the only things to like 
about New Hampshire. (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 
94701) 


QUICKSAND-Manic Compression (Island) 

No major stylistic departure, but Quicksand don’t use 
the same structure on every song, here, either. Emo- 
tional, powerful, yet working in different types of grooves— 
an acoustic underpinning, shimmery guitar shards ac- 
companying a somber bass-line or full, over-the-top power 
tock. Walter's growth as a vocalist is in evidence, as 
well—tempering his over the emo-crest exhortations with 
added subtlety and nuance. Keeping what works and 
adding to it. 


RABBY FEEBER-Justrustus (Resurrected) 

The classic mixed bag. Nobody can accuse Rabby 
Feeber of being uncreative. | Shards of 70s glam rock, 
punk, pop, experimental, industrial and beatbox merged 
into an occasionally electrifying permutation. There’s also 
a lot of excess to wade through, as well. There’s a 
mechanized feel, but an equal amount of humanity—real 
flesh and blood, instead of being controlled by technol- 
ogy. (201 Walton Ave:, Lexington, KY 40502) 


RANCID-Let’s Go (Epitaph) 

After 23 songs, Rancid’s album starts to sound a little 
formulaic, but, overall, an enjoyable punk rock outing. 
Busy rhythms, guitar lines schooled in classic punk anda 
tagged vocal presence. These guys walk the walk, so to 
speak and I'll bet you'll find lotsa Clash and SLF albums 
in their collections. Wicked punk. There’s also a single 
floating around, with a new song, “Roots Radicals,” in a 
more traditional punk vein, that blows away anything on 
this album. (6201 Sunset Bivd., #111, Hollywood, CA 
90028) 


RAW POWER-Wop Hour 1984-1994 (Westworld, EP) 

They hadit then and they have it now. Still traipsing the 
hardcore/thrash metal line, this EP combines their ’85 
“Wop” EP, new material, two live songs and long-lost 
demo/MBR compilation track “Fuck Authority”; the latter 
song brings throat-shredding, piledriving mania to an 
extreme and also features one of the oddest uses of 
cowbell in music history. Loud, fast, blazing! (PO Box 
43787, Tucson, AZ 85733) 


RED AUNTS-#1 Chicken (Epitaph) 

Coarse and concise—Red Aunts’ screech ‘n drang will 
make the paint peel. A blitz that'll have you thinking of 
Babes In Toyland, though in a punkier framework, and in 
a hell-raising tradition that can trace its roots back to the 
Slits and Kleenex. “Krush” echoes early Wire, as well, 
with it's scratch-riff minimalism. Enticingly ugly. (6201 
Sunset Blvd., #111, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


RED KRAYOLA (Drag City) 

Anew album from Mayo Thompson, who brings in new 
compatriots to keep the Krayola name alive—among 
them, Jim O'Rourke and David Grubbs (Gastr del Sol) 
and Tom Watson (Slovenly). Original, yet haphazard, 
featuring sparse instrumentation and understated vocals. 
Fractured psychedelic pop, somber minimalism and much 
of it comes off like Lou Reed on a downer (or Pavement 
without the self-consciousness), although Thompson's 
been making music just as long as Mr. Reed. Intriguing, 
in spots. (PO Box 476867, Chicago, IL 60647) 


RICE-Fuck You, This Is Rice (Lookout) 

On casual listening, one would think it’s another overly- 
earnest straight-edge hardcore band. Then you notice the 
sax squawks in the mix (courtesy of Rocket From The 
Crypt’s Paul) and some art-damage that most of the 
straight-ahead bands steer clear of. You also notice that 
every song is about rice. A brilliant piss-take on the 
humorless vegan/SXE movement—even retitling a Chain 
Of Strength song “Just How Much Rice?” and playing it 
every bit as well as COS. This is a compilation of older 
tracks and newer material. Rice show how blurry the line 
between parody and reality really is and beat the scene at 
theirown game. Cleverest song titles: “Grain Of Strength,” 
“All Steamed Up” (PO Box 11374, Berkeley, CA 94701) 


RIPE-The Plastic Hassle (Beggars Banquet) 

Dreamy, semi-psychedelic rock. The guitars flow, jab 
and jar, the cascading undertow belying the nebbed-out 
vocals. The uptempo “Supernatural” andtitle track achieve 
a driving/textured dynamic. Other songs float in the 
netherword. A mixed proposition at this poin-—moments 
of brilliance that you wish came more consistently. 


RKL-Riches To Rags (Epitaph) 

Jason's back on vocals and the sound is somewhere 
between punk and speed metal (did some say cross- 
over?). The leads occasionally get cheesy and their 
appropriation of Motorhead, classic metal licks and even 
the Who is fairly obvious, but in this era of death-metal 
monotony, at least RKL do it right. (6201 Sunset Bivd., 
#111, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


ROLLINS BAND-Weight (Imago) 

Amore soulful Henry? There's a predominantly groove- 
y feel to much of this album. Melvin Gibbs’ bass playing 
provides a solid rhythmic undertow, though the shading is 
subtler than Andrew's, leaving Chris Haskett to fill more 
space and he indulges with some inspired sonic journeys. 
Hank’s vocal range continues to evolve—drill-sergeant 
like on “Step Back,” almost rapping during “Civilized” and 
alternating between sensitive male and cynical malevo- 
lence on the MTV-overexposed “Liar.” Polished and more 
streamlined—not as much of the overt pain of past 
albums, but still plenty of soul-baring and acting as an 
aural self-improvement course. 


RYKER’S-Payback Time (Lost & Found) 

Maybe there /s no love in this world anymore, as Pete 
Shelley sang so long ago, ‘cause Ryker’s sure have one 
huge chip on their collective shoulder. Brutal hardcore, 
alternating between mid-tempo bash and lightning-quick 
speed blasts. If the band’s credo really is “power through 
strength,” then | hope they’re managing to work out that 
aggression through the music, ‘cause these guys seem to 
have lots of venom coursing through their veins. About as 
subtle as getting blindsided by a tank. (IM Moore 8, 30167 
Hannover, GERMANY) 


SAMAEL-Ceremony Of Opposites (Century Media) 

Slower, heavy pounding metal. Samael may suffer 
fromthe typical shitty-vocalist syndrome but there’s enough 
brutalizing power in the arrangements and progressive 
touches to keep it fairly interesting. Kind of like a more 
primitive Coroner. The keyboards are an interesting 
wrinkle. Definitely something to headbang to, here. (1453- 
A 14th St., #324, Santa Monica, CA 90404) 


SAMIAM-Clumsy (Atlantic) 

I don't think Samiam will ever top “Soar’—one of the 
best pop/punk albums of the last few years. “Clumsy” isn’t 
all that much different, although some of the rough edges 
are smoothed off and the intensity a bit more below the 
surface. Still, these guys wrap up a lot of emotionalism 
into a stinging, melodic package and, even in this more 
listener-friendly incarnation, Samiam can stir the soul. 
Bristling guitar lines, gut-level, but sweet vocals and an 
uptempo rhythmic flow. In the total scope of things, 
Samiam still rank pretty fucking high. 


SARKOMA-Integrity (Red Light) 

Yes! Yes! Sarkoma kicks ASS! Oops...that’s what | get 
for watching too much Beavis and Butt-head. Well, they 
do, indeed, kick the proverbial ass. A skull-rattling hybrid 
of Helmet's drive and Pantera’s rage, with their own little 
nuances. Actually, Sarkoma’s album is better than both of 
those band’s mostrecentalbums. A full-bore guitar crunch 
and nimble rhythm section that possesses both fluidity 
and strength. This could be the start of something huge. 
(880 Lee St., Suite 208, Des Plaines, IL 60016) 


SATURNINE 60-Autoglider (Dirt) 

Slow, understated pop music...too lethargic and with- 
out much in the way of buzz or edge to be anything more 
than an innocuous trifle. (Knickerbocker Station, Box 
1053, NY, NY 10002-9998) 


SCATTERBRAIN-Mindus Intellectualis (Pavement, EP) 

The right Rev. Paul Bearer of the church of Sheer 
Terror once put it quite succinctly (SV #29—look it up): 
“They mix metal and funk—what an original concept. 


Ooo, fucking geniuses.” Well, they do still mix metal, funk 
and a little punk and while the cheeky songwriting shows 
some cleverness, something seems recycled about it all. 
(PO Box 476867, Chicago, IL 60647) 


SCHLEPROCK-Propeller (Dr. Strange) 

More of that scrappy punk rock with melody. Schleprock 
are as proficient as anyone, these days. “Underground” 
may shamelessly cop the riff from Dag Nasty’s “Under 
Your Influence” and the band’s sound is familiar as hell, 
but the production is engagingly rough and loud and they 
don't flinch when covering the Psych Furs’ “Pretty In Pink” 
full-bore punk style. Not too sweet-sounding and it tough- 
ens the overall effect. (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 
91701) 


SCHWARTZENEGGAR-The Way Things Are...And 
Other Stories (Allied) 

Very cool punk that liberally draws on the Clash, 
Subhumans and even the Boomtown Rats a little bit 
(“Mutual Assured Destruction”). Passionate lyrics and 
Striking, anthemic arrangements, even with the cheesy 
keyboards. This is a big jump from their last record. (PO 
Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


SCREAMFEEDER-Burn Out Your Name (Taang) 

Layered, semi-loud indy guitar rock. Nice, but sort of 
bland, except where they pick up the pace, that being 
“Smoke From Tinsel” and “Around A Pole.” These Aussies 
have learned a lesson or two from Dinosaur Jr. and have 
the right idea enough to bear further watching. (PO Box 
51, Auburndale, MA 02166) 


SCREECHING WEASEL-How To Make Enemies and 
Irritate People (Lookout) 

The last gasp of the Weasel and another punk delight. 
How many more ways can you describe what amounts to 
poppy/punky songs delivered with caustic wit, loud gui- 
tars, fast tempos, etc...Appropriate reverence paid to 
forebears like the Ramones and SLF, with their own 
personality stamped all over it. Not bad for a band who 
Started out writing pedestrian hardcore tunes about K- 
Mart. Certain to make the harder-than-thou types scratch 
their heads (or other body parts) and wonder when the 
mosh parts come, but who needs ‘em! (PO Box 11374, 
Berkeley, CA 94701) 


SCREED-Psychological Profile (Ballistic Pinwheel) 
Swear to god, | thought this was going to be a death 
metal album, but you can’t judge a CD by its cover—still, 
the eclectic, but somewhat pretentious rock presented 
here isn’t much more of a bargain. Vocalist Eddie Sperry 
sounds effectively gruff and can mimic Plant and even 
Tom Waits, but the music is an overbaked amalgam of 
hard rock, jazz, thrash and progressive. Like little else I’ve 
heard, this year, and that’s good, in this time of formulaic 
rock, butit’s also a mixed bag. (53 Ann St., NY, NY 10038) 


SEA MONKEYS-Pizzaface (Dionysus, 10") 

Fast, silly punk rock from these long time NY miscre- 
ants. Dave The Spazz has a helium-filled, annoying yelp 
and the tunes are sloppily inspired. The horns for “Chicks 
With Dicks” sound quite sick! Full-tilt trash culture. (PO 
Box 1975, Burbank, CA 91507) 


SEBADOH-Bakesale (Sub Pop) 

Sebadoh’s best album by far. This is the pop album I've 
kept hoping for—and, while there are still nervy and quirky 
elements, they add to the album’s charm instead of 
detracting, as was the case with the experimental tracks 
that turned earlier longplayers into schizo affairs. The 
reason for the aforementioned is most likely due to the 
departure of Eric Gaffney. With Lou Barlow handling a 
large percentage of the songwriting, the emphasis is on 
simple, catchy, energetic songs. Not traditional pop, but 
disarming melodies emerging from minimal, yet boister- 
ous and yearning arrangements. “Poop Soup” shows a 
compellingly abrasive side, while “Careful” and “Magnet’s 
Coil” find the perfect hook. Lively, assured and 
consistent...this should shoot ‘em to the top of indie-land. 
(POB 20645, Seattle, WA 98102) 


KEVIN SECONDS/5’10"-Rodney, Reggie, Emily 
(Cargo) 
Kevin's got another side-project, just guitarand drums, 
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here, though he's added a bassist since then. Poppy, 
uptempo material with Kev’s warm vocals and non-wimpy 
guitar. A more-fleshed out sound would've made this a 
knockout, but the catchiness of the material more or less 
compensates for the thinness. (3058 N. Clybourn Ave., 
Chicago, IL 60618) 


SENSEFIELD-Killed For Less (Revelation)/Sensefield 
(Revelation) 

Ex-Reason To Believe folks doing something A LOT 
different. “Killed For Less” uses very melodic emo rock as 
a starting point, removes almost any punk influence and 
mixes collegiate alternative sounds with almost an early 
new wave influence. This effort is far more energetic than 
the self-titled disc, a repackaging of two earlier albums— 
the first of which is softer, mellower and featuring plenty 
of acoustic guitars, but the energy level does increase for 
the later material, especially the surging “Found You” and 
“River.” Wish more of the songs were like that. A bit too 
laid back, I’m afraid. (PO Box 5232, Huntington Beach, 
CA 92615) 


SENZABENZA-Gigius (MacGuffin) 

Ramones-inspired songs, hall- 
marked by lots of punk energy, as well 
as Classic pop hooks. Not too compli- 
cated a formula. These Italians draw 
inspiration from 60s musical forms, 
evidenced by their cover of the Beatles’ 
“Back In The USSR" and tribute to Syd 
Barrett (“Sid (sic) Barrett's Apprecia- 
tion Society”). An enjoyable, hooky col- 
lection and slightly less studied than 
the Richies, who do the same sort of 
thing. (Via Spalato, 49, 00198 Roma, 
ITALY) 


7 YEAR BITCH-jViva Zapata! (C/Z) 
7 Year Bitch walk in the shadow of 
death—the passing of original guitarist 
Stefanie Sargent loomed over-their 
debut album and, now, “Viva Zapata!” 
is dedicated to the memory of their 
compatriot Mia Zapata, of the Gits, who 
was raped and murdered last year. 
That tragedy is addressed on “M.I.A.,” 
where Selene Vigil spits out “Does so- 
ciety have justice for you/Well, if not, | 
do...” and you're inclined to believe she 
means every word. A better-produced 
album and the Bitch have really honed. 
their backbeat-driven punk sound. 
Tight, powerful and totally rockin’. (1407 
E. Madison, #41, Seattle, WA 98122) 


SEX, LOVE & MONEY-Era 
(Rockworld/Sony) 

Groove metal that can’t escape its 
more traditional trappings. Pulsating 
bass lines under trad-metal guitar riffs 
and there's something uncomfortably slick and processed 
about it all. Your basic club rock given a new wardrobe. 


SHEER TERROR-Old, New Borrowed And Blue (Black- 
out, EP) 

Yes, the unthinkable has happened—nasty ‘ol Sheer 
Terror now has a deal through MCA and this EP is the first 
release through said deal. Who'd believe it? Who'd be- 
lieve that’s Paul croonin’ like lan Curtis to the Saints’ 
cover, “Everything's Fine,” accompanied by cheesy synth 
horns courtesy of Type O’s Josh Silver? Gloomy metal 
(“Goodbye, Farewell”) and old-style Sheer mania (“Bro- 
ken,” “Walls”). No punches pulled. (PO Box 1575, NY, NY 
10009) 


SHELLAC-At Action Park (Touch & Go) 

The new POWER trio with Steve Albini, Bob Weston 
and Todd Trainer and what a ruckus they make. Sparser, 
with strong interplay between the instruments, but in a 
single-minded forward motion. “Crow” is typical—a re- 
lentless bass/drum tandem bashing out a numbing chord, 
interspersed with Albini’s vocal venom and jarring guitar 
swipes. Off-kilter rhythms and urgent jab-riffs punctuate 
“Il Porno Star.” “Boche’s Dick” combines equal parts of 
Gang Of Four and early ZZ Top, if that makes any sense. 


Get this, and get it on vinyl, ‘cause the sound is amazing 
and the packaging superb. (POB 25520, Chicago, IL 
60625) 


SHIFT-Pathos (Equal Vision, EP) 

Only one song repeated from their strong demo; no 
real departure, though—medium-tempo, groove/guitar- 
driven post-hardcore. Yep, they still sound like Quick- 
sand, but not entirely. The arrangements are more spa- 
cious and allow clearly-audible subtleties; each song 
doesn't attempt to scale an ultimate emotional cliff. The 
sucker-punch in the velvet glove. (111 W. 24th St., 6th 
Floor, NY, NY 10011-1912) 


SHIV-Fractured Chastiture (Atomic Action, EP) 

Indy metal sludge—in the Melvins’ vicinity, though with 
more groove and less brontosaurus-sounding. Fuckin’ 
loud. (2030 W. Main Rd., Middletown, RI 02842) 


SHUDDER TO THINK-Pony Express Record (Epic) 





SHELLAC (Photo: Michelle) 


Shudder have always been an odd band and their 
latest is truly odd. Craig’s cajoling/provocative/skin-tin- 
gling vocals work best when complemented by strong 
hooks or powerful arrangements and neither are much in 
evidence, this time. “Hit Liquor” starts things off promis- 
ingly, with a twisting, strangely engaging abrasiveness 
and other songs churn effectively, but there aren’t many 
stick-in-craw melodies, so the annoyance factor has 
nothing to counterbalance it. 


SIBLING RIVALRY-In A Family Way (Alt. Tentacles, 
EP) 

Joey Ramone and Mickey Leigh, real life brothers, get 
together for a three song EP—the rockabilly-flavored 
“Don't Be So Strange” and the snappy pop of “See My 
Way” (an obscure cover), “On The Beach,” not a new 
song, buta'79 recording, originally released ona 7" under 
the name of The Rattlers, Mickey’s old band. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) 


SICKO-You Can Feel The Love In This Room (Empty) 

Loud, fast punk with a pure pop heart. If | can’t decide 
whether they deserve a pat on the back ora kickin the ass 
for their punky cover of the Indigo Girls’ “Closer To Fine,” 


there are about 15 other reasons here to make an 
argument for the continued existence of punk rock. Even 
when Sicko put in a folkier bit, as they do for “Ouch,” the 
energy level is still high. Tuneful ditties to bring a smile to 
even the most grizzled geezer. (PO Box 12034, Seattle, 
WA 98102) 


SICK OF IT ALL-Live In A World Full Of Hate (Lost & 
Found)/Scratch The Surface (Eastwest) 

As SOIA head for a major label, there's this live 
keepsake and it’s a full-blast rage-a-thon. Pretty much 
everything you'd expect from the two albums and “We 
Stand Alone” EP. With Lou barking out the vocals like a 
Parris Island drill instructor, the guys rip through all 24 
songs with bloodthirsty abandon. Thing is, for the band’s 
crazed blitzkrieg and sometimes violent response it elic- 
its, the lyrics encourage tolerance, compassion and en- 
lightenment. In short, mosh it up, but be aware and be 
nice! A good-sounding, entertaining hardcore barrage. 
“Scratch The Surface,” the brand new album, is a step 
forward for the band, but still very much 
maintaining their rage and aggression. 
In fact, Lou sounds angrier and more 
gutteral. In addition to the slam-bam 
thrash tunes, “Step Town” takes an 
older punk turn and “Consume” and “ 
Who Sets The Rules” add a bit of groove 
to the mix. Showing growth, while stay- 
ing intense as ever. (Lost & Found: IM 
Moore 8, 30167 Hannover, GERMANY) 


SIEGE-Drop Dead (Relapse, EP) 

After being bootlegged a zillion 
times, the two demos from this influen- 
tial Boston band are finally available 
“legitimately.” Credited with being an 
influence on the whole grindcore move- 
ment (amazing, when you consider that 
the band never really caught on in their 
hometown, only playing a handful of 
shows), Siege played with furious speed 
and intensity, throwing in slower turns 
where necessary. The big difference 
between them and all that followed was 
a higher level of musical skill and roots 
in the classic Boston hardcore sound. 
Kev Mahoney shrieked and bellowed 
like a candidate for the insane asylum, 
but he actually made an effort to enun- 
ciate and the band’s lyrics exhibited a 
high level of intelligence and incisive- 
ness. The band’s hyperspeed blitz has 
aged, somewhat, butit still captures all 
their raw ferocity. And “Grim Reaper’ is 
about as sick as it gets. (PO Box 251, 
Millersville, PA 17551) 


SILVER JEWS-Starlite Walker (Drag 
City) 
A laid-back side project for some 
present and former members of Pave- 
ment. Understated melodies with folky and country ele- 
ments, as well as the requisite Velvet-ness, and a pleas- 
ant listen. A stripping away of the noisier elements and 
revealing a fractured, engaging simplicity. (PO Box 476867, 
Chicago, IL 60647) 


SINKHOLE-Space Freak (Dr. Strange) 

Way better than “Groping,” and that wasn’t bad, either. 
Superior production and improved songwriting make the 
difference. A great blend of ringing guitars, hooks and 
post-adolescent angst that probably comes from a lot of 
shitty relationships. Some of the arrangements actually 
bring the Neighborhoods’ heyday to mind. Four-eyed 
punk rock heroes! (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 
91701) 


SIX FINGER SATELLITE-Machine Cuisine (Sub Pop, 
10" EP) 

SFS get stranger and stranger with each subsequent 
release. Now, they’ve gone all-electronic and the 
touchpoints are Kraftwerk, Suicide and PIL (“White 
Temples”). | get this gut-level feeling this could be a big 
joke, but who knows. “White Temples,” with an incessant 
groove and abrasive synth effects, makes the strongest 
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impression. An odd record. (POB 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


SK-70-Nananoxynol-9 (Sonic Bubblegum, EP) 

A tumultuous, ‘explosive ride that provides a roller- 
coaster, careening trip, especially the slaughtering bash 
of the appropriately-titled “Moonfucker’” and violent “So.” 
Megan’s vocals can be alternately grating, angry and 
sensual, sometimes even simultaneously. The kinetic 
qualities exhibited by SK70 come as a pleasant surprise, 
after not being amazed with their live show. (PO Box 
35504, Brighton, MA 02135) 


SKANKIN’ PICKLE-Sing Along With Skankin’ Pickle 
(Dill) 

Frankly, | think ska peaked about 1980, with the Beat 
and Specials and only Operation Ivy have added any sort 
ofnew wrinkle, but bands like Skankin’ Pickle keepit alive, 
fusing a punk delivery with the fast as hell bluebeat and 
fat-a-tat horns. You could probably get dizzy skanking to 
this stuff. Their cover of the Vapors’ “Turning Japanese” 
and “20 Nothing” are actually pretty catchy. Better than 
the Bosstones, anyway. (PO Box 35585, Monte Sereno, 
CA 95030-5585) 


SKATENIGS-What A Mangled Web We Leave (Red 
Light) 

Provocative and loud, as always—mixing up metal, 
industrialized percussion (as well as live drumming), 
punk, hip-hop and with tongue firmly in cheek. These 
Texas crazies are effective at what they do and it’s wilder 
‘n orier than a lot of groups working this territory. Nice 
touch—the 70s RAWK organ for “Sign The Dotted Line.” 
(880 Lee St., #208, Des Plaines, IL 60016) 


SKINWALKERS (Batcave, EP) 

Bad, bad rock. Skinwalkers put up the pretense of an 
“alternative” gloss, but there’s nothing new or remotely 
original about it. Sticking to the middle of the rock road, the 
sort of band that causes me to gravitate to the back of the 
club and wait for the headliner while they play. Or stay 
home! (13 E. 17th St., #5, NY, NY 10003-1924) 


SLAPSHOT-Unconsciousness (We Bite) 

Those diehards who were kind of disappointed by 
“Blast Furnace” will welcome the full-bore aggression of 
“The Day My Thoughts Turned To Murder’ and “You Have 
The Right To Remain Violent” (great title!) that bookend 
this album—bringing back memories of “Step On It.” Jack 
returns to his neanderthal vocal style and most of the 
songs here offer a solid kick to the groin with punchy riffs 
and a loud bottom end (Albini, inc.). Still dabbling in the 
heavier stuff, but it comes across more inspired, this time. 
Slapshot’s sounding mean as hell, again. What's with the 
Suits on the back cover, though? (Gonninger Str. 3, 72793 
Pfullingen, GERMANY) 


SLAYER-Divine Intervention (American) 

As if to immediately indicate that Paul Bostaph is up to 
the task of replacing drum-flayer Dave Lombardo, Slayer’s 
latest starts off with full-bore blast-beats and it’s a mis- 
fire—Bostaph is an adequate replacement, but his over- 
reliance on the double kick distills the razor-sharp effect. 
Also, the songs aren't quite there, this time. “Dittohead” 
does the trick, a brief spasm of electrifying force to match 
“Necrophobic,” but many songs here sound like a string- 
ing together of riffs or incomplete ideas. You hear Araya’s 
braying vocals, those jet-engine rhythm guitars and weedly 
leads, nimble drums and tight execution, but rarely do 
these distinct qualities mesh into a sum greater than its 
parts, and that’s been Slayer’s strength, in the past. 
Staying ahead of the death metal pack, but probably their 
weakest album. 


SLEEP CAPSULE-Mousepuss (Spanish Fly) 

If you can get past Russ’ Mark Arm with a stomach- 
ache vocal style, Sleep Capsule are a loud, thundering 
joy. Hard, heavy noise-making, with a dash of garage rock 
and snatches of melody. Guitar that occasionally jangles, 
but usually slashes and a pounding rhythm to shake the 
floor. “The Kind,” for instance, offers spacious, tempered 
breaks alternating with a hearty kick of the distortion 
pedal. A heady racket. (2217 Nicollet Ave. South, Minne- 
apolis, MN 55404) 


SLEEPER-Preparing Today For Tomorrow’s Break- 
down (Excursion) 

Sleeper's second album is an improvement over their 
debut—no major sound shift from their melodic punk 
sound, but the arrangements are punchier, harder and 
have a lot more presence. Some of that is due, no doubt, 
to Bill and Stephen from All's crystal-clear production. 
Indeed, at times, Sleeper sound like a slightly emo Big 
Drill Car or All. Anyway, lots of hooks and gut-hitting 
songs. The CD includes their first album and an older 
single and, on new listening, sounds better to these ears, 
as well. (PO Box 20224, Seattle, WA 98102) 


SLEEPYHEAD-Starduster (Homestead) 

You hear the name and go “slackerville-—and, sure 
enough, Sleepyhead are veryindy rock, but the songs are 
uptempo and blending texture and buzz; no nebbed-out 
lethargy. “Punk Rock City USA” lives up to its name and 
the title track is equally energetic. Charming pop tunes. 
(PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., NY 11571-0800) 


SMACKMELON (Cherry Disc, EP) 

This hotly-hyped Boston band don’t completely deliver 
the anticipated goods on this batch of 92 and ’93 demos, 
after their strong 7". Fairly slick, accessible melodic rock, 
working best on “SpaceShot’ and pulsating rocker “Ques- 
tion Mark.” “Highwire,” meantime, sounds like a weak Neil 
Young leftover. Where's the explosiveness they exhibited 
on “I’m Not Cool,” from that single (not included here) or 
singer/guitarist Duke Roth's former bands, King Moon 
Razer and Bullet LaVolta. (PO Box 990424, Boston, MA 
02199) 


SMALL-Chin Music (Alias) 

First called Small, then Small 23 and now Small again, 
but still your basic North Carolina punk/pop band. “Chin 
Music,” the band’s second full-length album, doesn’thave 
the devil-may-care energy of “True Zero Hook,” instead 
taking a poppier route. Sincere-sounding vocals and, 
even if it's not quite as frenzied, the hooks remain. “Start 
With The Victim” is a great, louder song, ending with an 
inspiring, noisy burst. No treacle in sight, just basic, well- 
written pop tunes and there’s nothing wrong with that. 
(2815 W. Olive Ave., Burbank, CA 91505) 


SMEARS-Love Is Fer Suckers (Headhunter) 

The three women in the Smears are capable of kicking 
up a nasty punk racket, as evidenced by “Honey Jar’ and 
“It Sucks” and they also delve into garage, pop and even 
jazzy territory. Done with an inspired, rough-hewn ap- 
proach, the primitiveness of which belies an obvious 
musical proficiency. Move over, Courtney and Kat. (4901 - 
906 Morena Blvd., San Diego, CA 92117) 


SMILE-Maquee (Headhunter) 

Odd album, in spots—but also really conventional. A 
certain amount of Nirvana-esque tendencies, in the loud, 
buzzy guitars and hooky arrangments, but also some 
post-punky/atonal elements, as well. Good, rockin’ stuff. 
(4901-906 Morena Bivd., San Diego, CA 92117) 


SMOKING POPES-Born To Quit (Johann’s Face) 

Punk lite, merging the buzzy guitars with 60s vocal 
harmonies and hooks. Josh Caterer sounds quite a bit like 
Morrissey, an aloof, resonanatcroon that's simultaneously 
charming and cloying. In fact, the more melodic songs 
make this sound like a less-ornate Smiths or solo Mozza 
effort. Innocuous, with the good and bad qualities that 
implies. (PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


SNOW BUD AND THE FLOWER PEOPLE (Tim/Kerr) 

There’s good 70s music and bad 70s music and Snow 
Bud and compatriots coveritall. Layered hard rock, trifling 
psychedelic chamber pop, a putrid Santana percussion- 
solo ripoff and even a nod to ska (OK, so it’s not all from 
that decade)—it’s all here and Snow Bud sounds pretty 
stoned through all ofit. The hard rock stuffis the strongest, 
bringing back teenage memories of Bloodrock and the 
like. (PO Box 42423, Portland, OR 97242) 


SOMETIME SWEET SUSAN-Point EP (Futurist) 
Fuzzy and poppy, with a few nods to both Joy Division 
and Dinosaur Jr. Meaning moody basslines complement 
the fuzzbusting. The 19 + minutes of “Cecille B. Dumbshit” 
runs out of gas less than half-way through, though. Their 


full-length album is a bit stronger. (6 Greene St., 2nd 
Floor, New York, NY 10013) 


SONIC YOUTH-Experimental Jet Set, Trash and No 
Star (DGC) 

Whereas “Dirty” was a straight-on aggro-blitz, this 
album plays beat around the musical bush a lot more. 
Ponderous and quieter, starting with the understated, 
acoustic “Winner's Blues.” There are some high-intesity 
moments—"Bone,” most notably, the feedback orgy of 
“Starfield Road” and the pounding punk minimalism of 
“Screaming Skull” and “In The Mind Of The Bourgeois 
Reader’ (where do they get those song titles?). Harkening 
back to earlier stuff, but with less of the bombast and 
noise-wringing. Their most inaccessible album in awhile 
and that’s a mixed blessing, here. 


SOULS AT ZERO-Six-t-six (Energy, EP) 

Manly-sounding power metal, grinding out the hard 
riffing and rage-filled vocal accompaniment. This EP 
includes three new tunes, a’92 demo and two well-played 
covers, the Bad Brains’ “I Against |” and the Circle Jerks’ 
“When The Shit Hits The Fan.” Effective metal bludgeon- 
ing. (545 8th Ave., 17th Floor, NY, NY 10018) 


SOUTHERN CULTURE ON THE SKIDS-Ditch Diggin’ 
(Safe House) 

Southern Culture are heritage traditionalists— 
rockabilly, surf-music, country and other twangy styles 
and they do it true to form. “Mudbuggy” and “Wig-Out” are 
inspired, trashy instrumentals and the cover of Link Wray's 
“Jack The Ripper” generates some guitar pyrotechnics. 
Retro, without sounding fossilized. If you wear sunglasses 
after dark or think white trash is a badge of honor, these 
guys are for you. Best song title: “Put Your Teeth Up On 
The Window Sill.” (PO Box 5349, W. Lebanon, NH 03784) 


SPACE STREAKINGS-7-Toku (Skin Graft) 

Really fucked-up shit from Japan. High-speed rhythm 
blitz jackhammers underneath a crazy quilt of jazzy ato- 
nality, hardcore, new wave retro and god knows what 
else. Slightly more structured than the Boredoms and 
offering a diverse, frenzied sound array. Kind of beyond 
my comprehension, butcertainly original. (PO Box 257646, 
Chicago, IL 60625) 


SPEEDBALL BABY (PCP/Matador, EP) 

Minimal psychobilly. These guys are more primal than 
the Blues Explosion. Crazed emanations from Ron Ward 
and appropriately seedy, lowdown arrangements. (PO 
Box 1689, NYC, NY 10009-8908) 


SPELL-Mississippi (Island) 

Garrett from the Fluid resurfaces in this trio and his up- 
front drumming powers the proceedings. Guitar pop with 
adequately loud guitars and hooks that'll bring the N (as 
in Nirvana) word to mind. Tim Beckman and Chanin Floyd 
share the vocals and though Chanin's trilling can get shrill, 
on occasion, the punchy arrangments more than com- 
pensate. 


SPOKE-All We Need Of Hell (Kung Fu Zombie/Allied) 

Emo, emo, emo and Spoke did it the way it should be 
done. Blissful and stinging at the same time, with brain- 
burning guitar lines and somber bass having an equal 
share in the melodic structure. And the bass-playing 
reveals a love for new wave, echoing Joy Division, as 
does their cover of Wire’s “Ahead.” The fact that a cultural 
and political, reactionary backwater such as Florida can 
produce a passionate, intelligent and righteously rockin’ 
band proves, no matter how small, there’s stilla little hope. 
These guys called it quits way too early. (525 NW 19th 
Lane, Gainesville, FL 94146) 


SPONGEHEAD-Brainwash (Triple X, EP) 

Funky, blistering squonk, once again, from this NY trio. 
Feedback-sputtering guitar squalls, lumbering rhythms 
and braying sax gelling into a volume orgy. A raucous 
version of Sly’s “Don’t Call Me Nigger” starts off the 
proceedings and “VR” is equally ugly and liberatingly 
powerful. Confident noise. (PO Box 862529, Los Ange- 
les, CA 90086-2529) 


STANFORD PRISON EXPERIMENT (World Domina- 
tion) 
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As far as “alternarock” goes. you could do worse than 
listen to SPE. Pro-forma riff-type stuff. cruising the border 
between heavy and accessible. though certainly listen- 
able and with some catchy songs. And covering the 
Minutemen (“It's Expected I'm Gone") shows class. SPE 
have their sound down pat and, while breaking no new 
ground, provide a solid-enough rock dose. 


STEEL WOOL-Lucky Boy (Empty) 

Scrappy. loud garage grunge, with a solid dose of the 
blues. The punk band Mudhoney could've been. Lots of 
buzz and spirit, every bit as good as their first album. (PO 
Box 12034, Seattle. WA 98102) 


STEREOLAB-Mars Audiac Quintet (Elektra) 

Stereolab’s blissful, repetitive mantra-rock gets numb- 
ing in a one-hour sitting. but there's an obvious charm to 
their marriage of “White Light" Velvets. German prog- 
minimalism and 60s pop. "Ping Pong” makes me wanna 
dance around my room and “Three-Dee Melodie,” 
“Transona Five" and other tracks provide a refreshing, 
subliminal musical seduction. Subtle bass and guitar 
lines, sugar-coated farfisa organ and gentle vocals weave 
an irresistable tapestry. 


STRUNG OUT-Another Day In Paradise (Fat Wreck 
Chords) 

Another strong punk album—! mean. it gets repetitive 
writing reviews for this sort of thing, but Strung Out's 
songs have snap and crackle to go with the pop (sorry— 
it's late!). Nothing complex, just energetically played, 
buzz-burn guitars, strong harmonies, etc...Sounding, in 
other words, far from strung out. Fat Mike's label has 
another winner. (PO Box 460144, SF, CA 94146) 


SUGAR-File Under: Easy Listening (Ryko) 

Alright—what do you expect me to say? It's crap? Bob 
sucks? What? | can't...this album surpassed my expecta- 
tions. It's hard-enough to follow-up a good debut, letalone 
a staggering debut like "Copper Blue.”"“FU:EL" isa classy, 
well-conceived ROCK (emphasize that) pop album. Ku- 
dos to David Barbe for finally getting a studio version of 
one of his songs on LP. Great start with “Gift,” into 
“Company Book" then to the single “Your Favorite Thing.” 
Obviously, with whatever setbacks ruined the first record- 
ing sessions for this album, Mould, Barbe and Travis were 
able to overcome it and truly rise to the occasion. “FU:EL” 
shines, (Pickering Wharf, Bldg. C, Salem, MA 01970) 
(Rob Ross) 


SUNNY DAY REAL ESTATE-Diary (Sub Pop) 

Indy pop rock teetering on the emotional brink. A lot of 
pain and catharsis to go along with the melodies. SDRE 
aren't aggressive in the conventional sense, but there's a 
raw intensity that pokes through the sometimes under- 
stated arrangements. A decent mix of the quiet and loud. 
Stylish dress sense, as well. (POB 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


SUPERCHUNK-Foolish (Merge) 

Superchunk retreat back to their own Merge label for 
their latest album and downplay the volume, to a certain 
degree. Not that the amps are completely muffled— 
“Water Wings,” “Saving My Ticket,” “Without Blinking” 
and “Why Do You Have To Put A Date On Everything” 
provide the usual flurry of loud, hooky guitars and emo- 
tional outpouring and there's plenty of bite on the more 
balladesque “Kicked In.” But there's an equal amount of 
quieter, less distorted arrangements, giving the pop melo- 
dies breathing room, balancing acoustic guitars and me- 
lodic bass playing with the louder impulses and, in the 
process, peeling back more layers of the heart-on-sleeve 
soul. Superchunk have never strayed too far from being 
a pop band that write aching, yearning tunes and, yet, they 
finda fresh angle on “Foolish.” (PO Box 1235, Chapel Hill, 
NC 27514) 


S.W.A.T.-Deep Inside A Cop’s Mind (AmRep) 

A conceptual album, of sorts, about the men in blue 
and the threat they present to America and an offbeat 
musical smorgasbord. “In The Ghetto” updated to reflect 
happenings in Compton, bastardized covers of “The 
Good, The Bad & The Ugly,” “We (sic) Can See for Miles” 
and the “Shaft” theme (here, the “Theme From SWAT") 
and some shit-kicking country (a Red Sovine song, for 


one). Some of the perpetrators are Tom, Mondo, Jerry 
and Steve from Poison Idea, Satanic mentor Anton LaVey 
and Answer Me provocateur Jim Goad. Entertaining and 
frightening, at the same time. (2645 1st Ave., S., Minne- 
apolis, MN 55408) 


SWEATY NIPPLES-Bug Harvest (Megaforce) 

Ever hear the expression “jack of all trades"? The 
second half of that is “master of none” and while Sweaty 
Nipples don't court mediocrity, neither do they add any- 
thing mesmerizing to their mix of funk, metal, grunge, 
groove, hardcore and what have you. The wanky leads 
reveal that certain band members may have a bad metal 
past. Diverse, with “Tequila” providing a welcome thrashy 
dose, but there are also vocals that veer close to Alice In 
Chains territory. Too many cooks? 


TAD-Live Alien Broadcasts (Futurist) 

Live in the studio quickie, with some new songs, older 
classics anda few from “Inhaler.” Raw, rough and rockin’, 
successfully presenting the band’s ugly, full roar. Grunge 
lives. (6 Greene St., 2nd Floor, New York, NY 10013) 


TADPOLES-He Fell Into The Sky (Bakery) 

This NY band had a strong full-length demo a few 
years back and some of the better songs from that 
recording reappear here. Psychedelically-hued rock, some 
danceable post-punk shimmer anda pop sensibility at the 
center. Not as quirky or powerful as the demo, though 
there are some electrified flourishes—"Liars” mixes fuzz 
and ghostly guitar effects and “The Ride” also ends with 
a powerful jolt. If they'd expand on the mind-mess prop- 
erties of their approach, there'd be no stopping them. (PO 
Box 1996, Hoboken, NJ 07030) 


TEN FOOT POLE-Rev (Epitaph) 

No real surprises on this band's latest—fast, driving 
hardcore with melody. Scott's vocals are a bit thin, kind of 
diminishing the music’s stinging thrust, but the tunes are 
engaging, with almost a folky undertow. Punk/pop lite. 
(6201 Sunset Blvd., #111, Hollywood, CA 90028) 


TESTAMENT-Low (Atlantic) 

Ironic, since Testament are sometimes referred to as 
Testicle, that this album lacks balls. Calling this album 
“Low” was a good idea since it's low on quality, low on 
ideas, low on songwriting and Chuck Billy tries to growl in 
a low register. Chucky sounds like a cross between Rob 
Zombie and any death metal vocalist you can think of. 
Bringing in hired gun James Murphy may have seemeda 
good idea at the time, but since James’ forte is guitar 
noodling and not songwriting, this helps sink Testament 
even lower. Lots of things you think you’ve heard before 
though, at times, they go into Zombie, mid-pace, grind-it- 
out mode, | have a feeling this is it for the once-mighty 
Testament (“New Order’ and “Practice What You Preach” 
are two of my all time favorites). A low note. (Andy T.) 


THATCHER ON ACID-Pressing: 84-91 (Desperate At- 
tempt) 

Politicized punk that can't be fit into any neat little 
pigeonhole and this disc is a compendium of odds ‘n ends 
from the years listed. Everything from melodic punk to 
acoustic balladry (‘Fly”) to a piss-take on “Anarchy In The 
UK” (“Gob”) and if the songs don’t always match the 
earnestness and commitment, those two qualities count 
for a lot, here. (1320 S. Third St., Louisville, KY 40208) 


THROWING MUSES-University (Sire/Reprise) 

| still don't believe the hype about Throwing Muses. 
While “University” is marginally better than the last few 
Muses efforts, the forceful rock sounds promised fail to 
materialize. Cello dilutes the effect on several songs and 
“Snakeface” sounds like a weak 10,000 Maniacs outtake. 
Also, it's never a good idea to let your toddler on the album 
(“University”). Impassioned, yes, also soulful, but not the 
setting | prefer for such exultations. 


TODAY IS THE DAY-Willpower (Amphetamine Rep- 
tile) 

Nashville was the setting for a great Robert Altman 
film, the home of the Grand ‘Ol Opry and there must be 
something dark lurking in someone's soul to spawn a 
band like Today Is The Day. Lurching, sinister arrange- 
ments that twist with defiant atonality. Ugly, though with 


shimmering elements—angst ridden and angry and con- 
stantly in attack mode. REALLY uneasy listening. (2645 
1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


TRANSITION.-Spine (SST) 

Transition.'s album sounds like the sort of thing SST 
used to put out in the mid-80s—the good stuff, not Always 
August—a mix of punk energy and metallic licks. Strong 
vocals to go along with the feisty guitar/bass/drum attack. 
Think of Overkill (LA) or SWA and it wouldn't be far off the 
mark. Thinking man’s hard rock? Transition. place their 
power riffs in an intricately-arranged framework, balanc- 
ing brawn with texture and the ability to jam. (PO Box 1, 
Lawndale, CA 90260) 


TREE-Plant A Tree Or Die (CherryDisc) 

Boston’s loveable hardcore miscreants have another 
Spirited loud ‘n fast offering. While they tread in the 
popular metal crunch of the day, Tree also add a furious 
dose of thrashed-out mania that harkens back to Boston's 
heyday. River barks out the tongue-in-cheek lyrics with 
purposeful authority and Jake, Ooze and Billy match 
those loudmouthed emanations with a tight, muscular 
attack. (PO Box 990424, Boston, MA 02199) 


TRENCHMOUTH-Vs. The Light Of The Sun (Eastwest/ 
Skene!) 

Challenging and inaccesible, yet, repeated listening 
reveal the gifts. Trenchmouth approach the music with a 
free-jazz mentality and an explosive rhythmic emphasis, 
as applied to post-punkish music and it somehow works, 
Thornier than their debut, a beatnik muse for current 
times. 


TUSCADERO-The Pink Album (TeenBeat) 

Naming your band after a character from “Happy Days” 
is pretty cool (even cooler than that lame Weezer song) 
and Tuscadero are cool, period. Another poppy band with 
two women and two guys and before you yawn Veruca, 
listen to the fuckin’ thing. Fuzzy guitars, clever lyrics and 
an almost childlike innocence to the proceedings, right 
down to the “nyaah-nyaah” attitude of “Dime A Dozen” 
and even the disarmingly precious “Latex Dominatrix.” No 
way this won't make you smile. (PO Box 3265, Arlington, 
VA 22203) 


UNCURBED-The Strike Of Mankind (Lost & Found) 

Time once again stands still. Ravenous, high-speed 
hardcore. Rat-a-tat drumming, distortion-stun bass, 
butcher block guitar riffs and two hoarse, bellicose vocal- 
ists that grunt, rather than enunciate, but the more you 
listen to the album and get numbed by the single- 
mindedness of it all, the more it starts to permeate your 
consciousness. A little rage goes a long way. (IM Moore 
8, 30167 Hannover, GERMANY) 


UNDERTOW-At Both Ends (Excursion) 

Heavy hardcore rage, mixing up thrash and crunchy 
mid-tempo compositions. In a similar vein as Judge, with 
the apocalyptic intensity of “Where Do We Go” and speed 
onslaught of “Pin” and “Sink” standing out. (PO Box 
20224, Seattle, WA 98102) 


UNIVERSAL ORDER OF ARMAGEDDON-The Switch 
Is Down (Kill Rock Stars) 

UOA have an intensity that grabs you by your throat 
and won't release its grip. Emotional-brink vocals and an 
electrified, original explosiveness. Fugazi-ish riffing with 
a darker, more cathartic rage—not hooky, but powerful 
and direct. Inventive playing and songwriting, a new 
direction in punk’s continuing evolution. (120 NE State 
St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


UNLEASHED-Live In Vienna ’93 (Century Media) 

For thrash/speed/death metal or whatever you want to 
call it, there are worse bands than Unleashed. If that 
sounds like damning with faint praise, it really isn’t meant 
as such. Unleashed mix up the tempos and have some- 
thing resembling songs, unlike so many of their contem- 
poraries. This live recording (as if you couldn’t guess) 
sounds occasionally spirited and inspired, though cer- 
tainly not in the same league as the Slayers, Panteras or 
Sepulturas of the world. (1453-A 14th St., #324, Santa 
Monica, CA 90404) 
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UNSANE-Peel Sessions (Matador, EP) 

Sessions from '91 and '92, the first recorded with late 
drummer Charlie Ondras and his slam-bang style powers 
the nasty proceedings, here. Distorted vocals struggling 
to be heard beneath the fray of guitar/bass chaos. Two 
unreleased songs, “Extreminator’ and “HLL,” that both 
hammer with relentless ferocity. Come to think of it, most 
of the material accomplishes that purpose. (676 Broad- 
way, NY, NY 10012) 


UNWOUND-New Plastic Ideas (Kill Rock Stars) 

The liner notes for this album mention how writers are 
confused by Unwound and that “sound cannot be accu- 
rately described with language.” The writer, BrentClaude, 
has a point—Unwound are pretty original and somewhat 
unclassifiable and this reliance on pigeonholing or label- 
ling that rock writers (myself included) use is a crutch that 
makes most rock journalism a joke. Fine ‘n dandy—| still 
have to review this album. How about pounding, angular, 
creative, visceral, all often at the same time. Accurate 
adjectives? Cool post-hardcore punk rock? Something 
that moves my soul, that doesn’t make me think “more of 
the same old shit”? All those descriptions come to mind as 
the sounds from “New Plastic Ideas’ fill the room. A 
balance of jarring and soothing elements and there’s an 
understated integrity and power to it. (120 NE State St., 
#418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


USHERHOUSE-Flux (Cleopatra) 

Martial, tribal rhythms, thwack bass and feisty guitars 
are the tools Usherhouse use on their latest album. 
Similar to early Killing Joke, although some songs are 
gloomier and more atmospheric (“Legacy,” “November 
Dream”). Much as that funky, finger-popping bass sound 
is getting tiresome, the relentless rhythm and loud guitars 
add an edge to their danceable music. (8726 S. Sepulveda 
Bivd., Suite D82, Los Angeles, CA 90045) 


VARIOUS-Best Of Oi! Vol. 3 (Dojo) 

Another repackaging of vintage bootboy material, made 
worthy by the inclusion of Blitz’s classic “Never Surren- 
der’ and “Fight To Live,” “Flares & Slippers” by the 
Cockney Rejects, “Low Life” by 4-Skins, Red Alert’s 
snappy “In Britain,” and dozen and a half more or so. 
Other bands include Menace, Peter & The Test Tube 
Babies, Violators, Angelic Upstarts, Last Resort, Cock 
Sparrer and the Business. Pretty decent overview, espe- 
cially if you lack this stuff on CD. (PO Box 281, Canter- 
bury, Kent CT1 2BB, ENGLAND) 


VARIOUS-Catch (Significant) 

Pretty good punk compilation. A lot of the bands here 
play ina melodic/emo vein and provide pleasant listening. 
Of note—driving, passionate tracks by Gunk, Potholder 
and Spirit Assembly. The heavier bands (Lazy Cain, 
Foundation) aren't quite as tantalizing. Comps are usually 
hit and miss and while this one follows that caveat, there’s 
nothing to fault. (PO Box 25996, Charlotte, NC 28229) 


VARIOUS-Cheapo Crypt Sampler (Crypt) 

When you get right down to it, it isn’t the clothes or the 
haircut or the label or even the correct politics (except if 
you're a racist or right wing swine; in that case, fuck off!) — 
it's attitude—what am | blathering about? That’s what 
makes great rock ‘n roll. Just about every band on this 30+ 
song sampler (for 6 measly bucks!!) knows that if you put 
a little sweat, snot and obnoxiousness into the mixture, 
musical skill isn’t quite so important. A motherlode of 
talent—New Bomb Turks, Devil Dogs, Headcoats, Gories, 
Lazy Cowgirls, Lyres, Mighty Caesars, Pagans, Nine 
Pound Hammer, Jon Spencer and more loud, primitive 
practitioners. Garage rock, spit-in-the-eye punk, minimal 
rockabilly ‘n R&B bash—and no agenda except to raise 
holy hell. Fine with me. (PO Box 140528, Staten Island, 
NY 10314-0528) 


VARIOUS-Clerks: Music From The Motion Picture 
(Chaos/Columbia) 

Despite including the mediocre Bash and Pop, Soul 
Asylum and Alice In Chains, there’s a lot to entice, here— 
strong material by Jesus Lizard, Girls Against Boys, COC, 
Bad Religion and Stabbing Westward. Snatches of dia- 
logue interspersed between the songs, as well. Only real 
misstep seems to be Seaweed covering Fleetwood Mac— 


leave that to Smashing Pumpkins, please! 


VARIOUS-Cupid’s Revenge: The World’s Most Ro- 
mantic Punk Songs (Continuum) 

Yeah, I’m late for Valentine's Day and I'm not even 
sure if some of these qualify as love songs, anyway. 
Classics from Iggy & the Stooges, Dictators (their great 
version of “I Got You Babe,” even if CONGRESSMAN 
Sonny Bono gets to pocket the royalties), X, the Dickies, 
Black Flag, Circle Jerks and a strong comeback from the 
Nuns. Best of all, the impossibly rare and still scurrilous 
“Sit On My Face, Stevie Nicks,” by the Rotters. A major 
label cash-in on the punk sound (Continuum is distributed 
by Uni), but great fun. 


VARIOUS-Dangerous Inventions (Futurist) 

12 lesser-known acts, here, mostly on the guitar pop/ 
louder side of things. Your Mom connect with a heavy riff 
attack, Phiinhégg also bash their arrangments to a bloody 
pulp and there are credible indy rock tunes by Girdle and 
Supple. On the down side are the pretentious alterna-rock 
of Fin and Terrorcake’s derivative grunge rock. Truth be 
said, nothing here is beat the walls inspiring, but is 
moderately enjoyable. Another fence-straddling review. 
Some other bands: Very Pleasant Neighbor, Geezer 
Lake, Womyn Of Destruction, Vitapup. (6 Greene St., 2nd 
Floor, NY, NY, 10013) 


VARIOUS-Decade Of Disaster: The Toxic Shock Years 
(Westworld) 

Wide-ranging compilation covering this label that should 
be lauded for reissuing the Zero Boys’ classic “Vicious 
Circle,” providing a domestic outlet for Raw Power and 
releasing strong efforts by the unheralded likes of Hulla- 
baloo, th’Inbred, Sloppy Seconds and the forgotten and 
underrated LA punk crew Decry (hey Bill—you should 
reissue “Falling”). Punk, country, wavish weirdness, hard 
rock and indy rock all covered here. (PO Box 43787, 
Tucson, AZ 85733) 


VARIOUS-4 Way Split (Round Flat) 

Four decent hardcore bands caught live, but the poor 
sound quality makes this expendable for casual fans. 
HeadFirst combine a thrashy sound with emo elements; 
Citizens Arrest offer up ultra-core, bordering on grind 
territory, Go! rip through a bunch of short/fast tunes that 
combine the message with humorous irony and Profax 
take a page from the newer school, playing in a hard/ 
heavy vein. All bands have better studio recordings, so 
this becomes less necessary. (63 Lennox Ave., Buffalo, 
NY 14226-4226) 


VARIOUS-Hotel Massachusetts (Chunk) 

Restless young adults, largely hailing from the western 
part of the state—poppy and indy rock permutations, 
mainly, from the 23 acts involved. Sebadoh check in with 
a heartfelt alternate version of “Skull.” Veronica 
Cartwrights, Fuzzy, Zeke Fiddler, Home and the Unband, 
among others, play in vulnerable, passionate fashion. 
Queer and the Dots make nice noise and the Lyres keep 
the garage tradition alive. Hit and miss, though an indy 
fan's delight. (PO Box 244, Easthampton, MA 01027) 


VARIOUS-Jabberjaw: Good To The Last Drop (Mam- 
moth) 

A benefit compilation for this LA all-ages club and 
they've put together quite a mind-blowing lineup. Mainly 
unreleased material from the likes of Hammerhead, Sur- 
gery, Unsane, Chokebore, Hole, Girls Against Boys, 
Unwound, Unsane, Seaweed, Teenage Fanclub and 
more. Lots of loud, cathartic rock ‘n roll, hardly a letdown 
in the pack. Karp prove themselves to be up ‘n comers 
with a full-bore brainmelter. Astute SV readers already 
know the devastating qualities of most of the above, so 
you can't miss, here. (Carr Mill, 2nd Floor, Carrboro, NC 
25710) 


VARIOUS-Jesus Christ Superstar: A Resurrection 
(Daemon, dbl. CD) 

First of all, Scratch Acid did the definitive version of 
“Damned For All Time.” Second, this “rock opera” was 
never that great to begin with. | was always a “Godspell” 
man, myself. Amy from the Indigo Girls plays Jesus and 
various members of lesser-known Georgia bands take 
part. A lot of effort went in and it’s going to a good cause 


(gun control), but what was hoary in ’70 is equally hoary 
now. (PO Box 1207, Decatur, GA 30031-1207) 


VARIOUS-The Making Of Allied One Two Three (Al- 
lied) 

More of Allied’s single releases gathered for one CD 
and lots of good tunes—Nomeansno’s covers of DOA’s 
“New Age” and the Subhumans’ “Oh Canaduh,” hooked- 
filled songs by Sleeper and Lazyboy, a doomy cover of 
Joy Division's “Day Of The Lords” by Neurosis and 
jammable, indescribable rock from Phleg Camp, to name 
some stuff. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


VARIOUS-Music To Make Your Ears Hurt Too (Black 
& Blue) 

Keepin’ the nasty underground alive—most of the 
bands here stick to the anti-social, punk as fuck, loud and 
fast aesthetic, except for the post-punk/noise-flavored 
DerLugomen (who show real promise). Credible intensity 
from Viktor 44 and the Act Outs, Boorish Boot, Apostles 
Of Fein, Beautiful Burt and the Luscious Ones and some 
spasmatic insanity courtesy of 10-96. Selections from 
Algae Afterbirth, Dishwater, Bloody Mess and the Skabs 
and Cedar Street Sluts are less distinguished. (Suite 152, 
400 D Putnam Pike, Smithfield, RI 02917) 


VARIOUS-Nativity In Black: A Tribute To Black Sab- 
bath (Columbia) 

Sab were one of those bands that should've been a 
cornerstone of my adolescence, but | didn’t discover their 
brilliance until buying a copy of “Paranoid” in the 99¢ bin 
at Nuggets during my freshman year of college. And | was 
hooked—it could’ve also been the fact that Bob “The 
Wizard” used to play “Children Of The Grave” 5 or6 times 
a day, down the hall in my dorm, until our Residence 


‘Assistant threatened to break the record over his head. 


Well, anyway, that brings us to this, another tribute album, 
peppered with big guns like Megadeth (“Paranoid”), White 
Zombie (a fucked version of “Children Of The Grave”), 
Biohazard, Ugly Kid Joe (a decent rendition of the title 
track), COC, Sepultura, Type O Negative and some all- 
star aggregations (Rob Halford, Geezer and Bill Ward 
under the name Bullring Brummies) and pairings—Bruce 
Dickinson and Godspeed, even Ozzy himself with 
Therapy? to unconvincingly bellow “Iron Man.” A track by 
track synopsis is pointless; the band did arguably start 
heavy metal as we've come to love ‘n loathe it and most 
bands here do the material some semblence of justice. 
But ain't nothin’ like the real thing, buckos. Time to dig out 
those tattered copies of “Paranoid” and “We Sold Our 
Soul”! 


VARIOUS-Philly Dust Krew (Too Damn Hype) 

Four hard and heavy bands slam it with muscular, 
butcher-block riffs, nettled vocals anda pounding backbeat. 
You can see the flailing in the mosh pit, the sweaty, 
tattooed bodies bouncing off one another, the tesosterone 
flowing (except, probably, in the case of Starkweather’s 
bassist Michelle). New material by the aforementioned 
Starkweather, continuing in the metallic vein, while Rennie 
enunciates in anguished parlance. Dare To Defy’s tracks 
come from a previously-released 7", mixing up the metal- 
lic arrangments with a little thrash. Hard Response echo 
Killing Time, with heavy and melodic passages, while All 
Out War offer brutal riffing and hoarse vocals, yet with little 
groove or fluidity in their single-minded bludgeon-assault. 


VARIOUS-Punk-O-Rama (Epitaph) 

Cheapie sampler, with the inducement ofan unreleased 
Rancid track (the ska-flavored “I Wanna Riot”), a song off 
the Offspring’s out of print (for now) first album, “Jennifer 
Lost The War” and tried and true tunes from the likes of 
NOFX, Bad Religion, Gas Huffer, Down By Law, SNFU, 
Ten Foot Pole and upcoming material by RKL and the 
MC5’s legendary Wayne Kramer, probably this label’s 
most intriguing new signing, who bashes forth with some 
snarly garage rock. Decent song selection makes this 
something worth hearing. (6201 Sunset Blvd., #111, 
Hollywood, CA 90028) 


VARIOUS-Rock Stars Kill (Kill Rock Stars) 

So it turns out that KRS’ Tinuvel got inspired, while 
living in Boston, by Oedipus’ “Demimonde” show, the 
same punk show that exposed this writer to much of the 
music | still cherish. And Tinuvel has never forgotten the 


DIY, fuck the corporations attitude (unlike Oedi, who has 
been a corporate whore at lame FM giant WBCN for 
years)...23 songs and a fairly high level of quality; some 
highlights include hot ska from Rancid (“Brixton”), 
Starpower’s head-grabbing instrumental power, creative 
abrasiveness from Free Kitten and Universal Order Of 
Armageddon’s hardcore meltdown. (120 NE State Ave., 
#418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


VARIOUS-Six Pack To Go (Stiff Pole) 

Six bands, 4 tunes each (well, 7 for No Fraud) and 
some cool punk and hardcore to be found. Load rip like old 
Black Flagand COC mixed with serious psychosis, there's 
punk obnoxiousness by No Fraud, poppier stuff from Less 
Than Jake, Tiltwheel and McRackins and less-eventful 
stuff by Decadent Few. Watch out for Load... (PO Box 
20721, St. Petersburg, FL 33742) 


VARIOUS-Soda Punx (Top Drawer) 

What you'd expect, sweet, sticky punk stuff—yet, 
diverse, as well, from the fuzz-chord surf rock of Huevos 
Rancheros to the poppy innocence of Cub to more 
traditional hooks ‘n volume of Fastbacks, Sicko, Mr. T. 
Experience, Old Man and the Model Rockets. Lots of 
good songs, here. (1912 E. Franklin Ave., E., Seattle, WA 
98102-3613) 


VARIOUS-Songs About Drinking (Too Many, dbl. LP) 

Yep, all tunes about hitting the bottle and interspersed 
with all kinds of nifty soundbites, from “Repo Man,” a 
Snagglepuss record, beer commercials, etc... All over the 
stylistic map—country from Tumwater Boys Choir, synth 
stylings by Baba Booey, ska from Less Than Jake, 
Thunders-inspired rock by Broken Toys and punk, punk, 
punk, with the likes of the Wretched Ones, Flies, Blanks 
77, Big Comb and others. The packaging rules, as well— 
my copy came with tucked inside a Sesame Street jacket, 
wallpaper and topped off with a Muppets puzzle. A few 
misses, along the way, but still way cool! (PO Box 1222, 
Spokane, WA 99210) 


VARIOUS-Sunday Matinee: The Best Of NYHC (An- 
other Planet/Profile) 

Decent snapshot of the 80s New Yawk hardcore 
scene, including some tough to find material. In addition 
to the expected contributions by Agnostic Front, Cro- 
Mags, Murphy’s Law, Bad Brains, Sick Of It All, Warzone 
and Youth Of Today, there’s an earlier version of Raw 
Deal's (aka Killing Time) “Brightside,” frenzied obscurities 
by The Mob and the underrated Urban Waste. These 
bands may have spanned the ideological and musical 
spectrum, but most of ‘em knew how to write memorable 
songs that possessed raw energy and some sort of hook, 
be it a catchy riff or lyric, a quality missing from most of the 
current hardcore bands. (740 Broadway, NY, NY 10003) 


VARIOUS-Threadwaxing Space Live: The Presiden- 
tial Compilation ’93-’94 (Zero Hour) 

Lots of hyped indy bands on this compilation of live 
material and, unfortunately, nothing much to get worked 
up over. Pony, Slant 6 and Shorty make good use of 
noise, but then you hear tentative, mediocre.or godawful 
material by Azalia Snail, Guided By Voices, Giant Sand, 
Guv'ner, Sea & Cake and Blonde Redhead and wonder 
what the hell the CMJ tastemakers are talking about. 
(1600 Broadway, Suite 701, New York, NY 10019) 


VARIOUS-The World Of The Zombies (Popllama) 

Seattle’s been called the grunge capital, but there are 
also a ton of bands who know a good pop song when they 
hearit anda lot of those bands get together for yet another 
tribute album, this time honoring 60s pop underdogs, the 
Zombies. Strangely, one of their two big US hits, “Time Of 
The Season,” isn’t here. Still, the likes of the Fastbacks, 
Zumpano, Steam Kings, Young Fresh Fellows, Posies, 
Sneetches and Flop successfully take on the Zombies’ 
catchy, hooky material. A catalog of breezy harmonies, 
jangly guitars, hand-claps, bells, keyboards and an anti- 
dote for slovenly, flannel-clad boredom. (PO Box 95364, 
Seattle, WA 95364) 


VARIOUS-Why Do You Think They Call It Pop? (Pop 
Narcotic, dbl. 10") 

Pop’s a relative term, of course, and in this superbly- 
packaged album (two discs, one on colorful pink wax, the 


other on yellow), a cornucopia of the US indy under- 
ground (with a few major/major-distrib. acts) show that 
creative guitar rock takes many forms. Oblique and in- 
spired mania by the Grifters, Versus and Wingtip Sloat, 
more conventional forms by Monsterland, Small Factory 
and Helium and the obligatory clever/sickening cover of 
Paul Simon’s “50 Ways” by Greenhorn. Even though 
getting up to switch the record every few minutes is a pain, 
it's worth it. (1085 Commonwealth Ave., #339, Boston, 
MA 02215) 


VARIOUS-You Got LuckyeA Tribute To Tom Petty 
(Backyard/Scotti Bros.) : 
A bunch of indy-type bands doing tribute to the ex- 
Gator State resident on this new, major-distributed label. 
Mainly languid, slowed-down(er) versions. Hearing En- 
gine Kid drag through “Breakdown” lives up to the title. 
Edsel are equally adept at making blissful noisy dredge 
out of “You Got Lucky.” aMiniature’s post-punky take on 
“Century City” is also appealing. Often improving on the 
original. (2114 Pico Blvd., Santa Monica, CA 90405) 


VELOCITY GIRL-jSimpatico (Sub Pop) 

Moving away from the pop/drone ambiance of their 
debut album, “jSimpatico!” is a frothier, bouncier effort. 
“There's Only One Thing Left To Say” and “Tripping 
Wires” have a Smiths-styled gait, a happy-go-lucky pop 
cocktail. Even without the dense, shimmer, there are 
enough oblique twists to keep things interesting and 
Sarah's vocals are engaging and soothing without being 
cloying. The last third of the disc tends to drag a bit, but a 
listenable pop effort, overall. (POB 20645, Seattle, WA 
98102) 


VELVET CRUSH-Teenage Symphonies To God (Epic) 

Pleasant pop, once again, but much more watered 
down and frothier than their previous album. Unfortu- 
nately, the twee/wuss barometer is off the board— 
”Something’s Gotta Give” is one of the lone exceptions, a 
rockin’ Stones/Big Star hybrid. Songs like “Faster Days” 
and “Why Not Your Baby” almost sound middle of the road 
and “Keep On Lingerin” makes me think I'm listening to 
a fuckin’ Eagles record. Sorry, this leaves me cold. 
Awesome, cute cover anyway. 


VENISON-Hate (Big Money Inc.) 

Minneapolis is populated by bands that have a loud, 
driving punk sound, a smattering of heaviness/noise and 
unexpected hooks. Some bands do this better than Veni- 
son, but they’re improving. “Victim Of Bad Math” and 
“Eucher’ hit with raw abandon and subtle accessibility. 
“The Mill Song,” just guitar and vocals, has a down-home, 
Stones-ish feel. Powerchords used the right way. (PO 
Box 2483, Loop Station, Minneapolis, MN 55402) 


VERSUS-The Stars Are Insane (TeenBeat) 

A nice album, but not a boring one—gentle, textured 
melodies occasionally adding a full-bore, burst of distor- 
tion and a differently-tuned guitar sound harkening back 
to Mission of Burma (the band’s name is a giveaway) or 
older Sonic Youth. The squalls of feedback and driving 
tempo of “Solar Democrat” provide the most cathartic 
moment, echoing the intensity of their superb “Bright 
Lights” 7". As long as bands like Versus can craft such a 
strong blend of blissful melody and sucker-punch energy, 
indy rock will continue to survive. (PO Box 3265, Arling- 
ton, VA 22203) 


VERUCA SALT-American Thighs (DGC) 

No way does this album live up to all the hype. 
Pleasant, girly-pop (no sexist intent meant by the nomen- 
clature) working a Breeders/Nirvana axis but, like the 
Breeders, there’s a shortchange of truly outstanding 
material. When they keep the guitars cranked, the mesh 
of pealy vocals and buzz is a workable combination (“All 
Hail Me,” “Seether’), yet this doesn’t impress me as being 
anything revelatory. 


WAKE OOLOO-Hear No Evil (Pravda) 

A heady, psych-trance drone provided by former 
Feelies’ leader Glenn Mercer, In this new band, also 
featuring ex-Feelies drummer Dave Weckerman. Some- 
times polished to a sheen, but there’s a dark, driving 
undertow to a lot of the songs, here. “Time To Go” creates 
a gnashing, alien guitar-scape, while “Rise” brashly bor- 


rows from “No Fun” and “You Really Got Me” in its minimal 
riff-line. “Effigy” also reaches a high-charged blissful 
scorch effect. Those who enjoy early Dream Syndicate or 
Television will find much to laud, here. (3823 N. Southport, 
Chicago, IL 60613) 


WARZONE-Old School To New School (Victory) 

Raybeez keeps the Warzone flag flying with this tribute 
to New York hardcore, as well as a new tune—sound 
quality varies, but this brief disc includes covers of mate- 
rial from Youth of Today, Cause For Alarm, Urban Waste 
and the Abused. The tracks from the last 7" and the 
Victory compilation are also tacked on. A decent hardcore 
blast. (PO Box 146546, Chicago, IL 60614) 


WEDDING PRESENT-Watusi (Island) 

The Weddoes’ poppiest album yet and it takes a few 
listenings to get into, but they always win me over, in the 
end. “Yeah Yeah Yeah Yeah Yeah” isn’t the Pogues’ 
song, but a hooky gem of their own and “Catwoman” 
erupts into an orgy of feedback bliss. “So Long Baby” 
alternates between a bouncy, distorted herky-jerk and a 
breezy, seemingly out-of-place chorus and it works. One 
of the few UK bands still worth going out of your way for, 
a strong blend of pop and noise. 


WHITE KAPS-Blown In The USA (Fearless) 

To quote that great philosopher, Lou Grant, these guys 
have spunk and, although the band’s brand of punk and 
hardcore veers towards the generic, there's plenty of wit 
and inspired tastelessness to compensate for it. The 
cover of “Bad Moon Rising,” retitled “Bad Bone Rising” 
had me laughing out loud. Silly and fun. (20710 Manhat- 
tan Place, #132, Torrance, CA 90501) 


WHITE SLUG-Alphacoma (Industrial Isolation, EP) 

Basically, this is Optimum Wound Profile, doing the 
industrial, machines-gone-amok trip. Three noisy, bom- 
bastic compositions hammering with technological chaos, 
while “Conner Die” is an otherworldly chamber piece. 
(1320 S. 3rd St., Louisville, KY 40208) 


WHITE TRASH DEBUTANTES-Crawl For It (Desper- 
ate Attempt, EP) 

Famed (7?) transvestite/bon vivant'zine editor (Punk 
Globe) Ginger Coyote returns, again, along with his/her 
friends, for this 8 song punk-fest. Basic trashy garage/ 
punk, with a wailing fiddle dominating some songs. “I 
Wanna Party” features a 77 year old vocalist. Kind of a 
novelty/oddity, but not anything to get overly excited 
about. (1320 S. 3rd St., Louisville, KY 40208) 


WIG-Deliverance (Island) 

Having put out an album in '90 and then disappeared 
for four years, Wig return with a new vocalist (former 
frontman Preston Long departed for Mule) and a disap- 
pointing followup to their OK, hard rocking debut. Ponder- 
ous arrangements, whinier vocals (Preston had more 
gritty soul)—some Zep inspirations strained through pro- 
gressive and hazed-out arrangements and neither grip- 
pingnorcrazed enough to command alotofattention. The 
lone exception is the explosive, cathartic “Rant” and if 
more songs had that level of full-tiltintensity, this would've 
been stronger. 


WOOL-Box Set (London) 

No, not a box set, just a single CD and, still, the Stahl 
Brothers would certainly be worthy of such an honor ina 
more fair world—over a decade of vital rock, first with 
Scream and nowwith Wool, on their first full-length album. 
New drummer Chris Bratton adds a hammering backbeat 
to the proceedings and Franz’s full-bodied, burnt hook 
guitar sound never fails to ram the melody line home, 
along with Pete's commanding vocals. “Kill The Crow" 
and “Blackeye” have a ferocious drive and inescapable 
catchiness. A passion, a true heart that so much aggres- 
sive rock of this nature lacks. 


WRECK-EI! Mundo de Los Nifos (C/Z) 

Finally, after way too jong, there’s a new Wreck album. 
This band's debut album, “Soul Train,” still logs lots of play 
on my cartape deck, a brilliant, explosive, angular classic. 
Nowa four-piece, there's less of the herk ‘n jerk and, in its 
place, a straight-forward, semi-melodic rock drive, evi- 
dent for “Well,” “Continuing Struggie” and “Chock Full O' 


WOOL 


Thrills,” to name a few. “The Lonesome Death Of Casey 
Kasem” and “Refuse” retain the post-punky roots in a 
more tuneful framework. “Heaven Or Tacoma’ is reminis- 
cent of early Wire. Even with the strealining towards alittle 
more accessibility, Wreck keep that muscular, midwest 
rock tradition alive. (1407 E. Madison, #41, Seattle, WA 
98122) 


XANAX25-Denial Fest (Futurist) 

Blecchh—overwrought vocals, overcooked, preten- 
tious alternarock arrangements, masquerading under a 
veneer of hipness, but | ain’t buying it for one second. And 
it doesn't even rock all that much. Really, really bad. (6 
Greene St., 2nd Floor, New York, NY 10013) 


YARD TRAUMA-Oh My God (Hell Yeah) 

Thrashed-up garage punk, this being the last gasp for 
this longtime left coast band. The Peter Murphy-esque 
vocals add a distinctive element to the spirited proceed- 
ings, as does the almost C&W backbeat for some of the 
tunes. Goin’ out in style. (PO Box 1975, Burbank, CA 
91507) 


YOU AM I-Sound As Ever (Restless) 

Australian band with an ear cocked for American 
sounds—makes sense that they'd record in Minneapolis, 
helped by Sonic Youth's Lee Ranaldo. Buffalo Tom 
immediately comes to mind, with the yearning vocals and 
tough-edged pop songs (actually, BTom haven't been 
this good in years). “Forever and Easy” takes a 70s route 
andthe hidden, bonus trackis a decent Nirvana plagarism. 
Pleasant enough. (1616 Vista Del Mar Ave., Hollywood, 
CA 90028-6420) 


YOUTH BRIGADE-Happy Hour (BYO) 

Well, | guess youth is truly (another?) state of mind— 
the Stern brothers prove that out with this comeback 
album. Time marches on, but good punk rock is timeless. 
Energetic, melodic and with a sense of history—elements 
of hardcore, reggae and UK punk, as was always the 
case. Shawn's vocals can occasionally overpower the 
song and | don't think the cover of “Volare” was all that 
great an idea, but, eleven (shit!!) years after their classic 
“Sound and Fury” album, Youth Brigade sound revital- 
ized. (PO Box 67A64, LA, CA 90067) 


ZEROS-Knockin’ Me Dead (Gasatanka/Rockville) 





A name from the past and the Zeros conjure up a 
scrappy, tough, tuneful punk feast. Weaned on the Stooges 
and garage rock, with the requisite pogo punch. Re- 
recordings of vintage material and unreleased stuff, the 
Zeros sound vital and rockin’. (PO Box 800, Rockville Ctr., 
NY 11571-0800) 


ZUZU’S PETALS-The Music Of Your Life (Twin/Tone) 

Hit and miss sophomore album—the louder, harder 
rocking tunes work better and the more harmony-inten- 
sive, subuded material doesn't catch the ear as effec- 
tively. Same effect as the Breeders, though not as noisy— 
a few moments of inspired brilliance and blander territory 
to wade through. (2217 Nicollet Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 
55404) 

eeeceo 


SPOTLIGHT—THE UNDERTONES: 
THE UNDERTONES/HYPNOTISED/ 
POSITIVE TOUCH/THE SIN OF PRIDE 
(all Ryko) 

What! am about to say is completely biased, but if you 
take everything into account, you'll find I’m right (he 
almost always is!—AL) and you will thank me for turning 
you on to this most magnificent of all pop groups (if you 
didn’t know who they were in the first place). I'll work my 
way backwards, starting with The Sin Of Pride, the band’s 
fourth and final LP from ’83. This disc has been much- 
maligned by the die-hard Undertones fans who swear by 
the first two records, but | will say it stands out as one of 
the most impressive, lush and mature (an overused word 
when referring to this album) records any (still) young 
band has ever managed to achieve. Yes, there are weak 
tracks—"Love Before Romance” and “Got To Have You 
Back,” one of two 60s soul covers—but songs like the title 
track, “Untouchable” and “Conscious” are purely amaz- 
ing; musicianship displayed by a band that no one would 
dare take seriously, that being the main finger of blame 
pointed at their premature demise. However, the real joy 
and absolute delight is in the bonus tracks. My all-time 
favorite ‘Tones song, “Window Shopping For New Clothes,” 
(originally the b-side to “Chain Of Love”) is finally on CD, 
sung NOT by Feargal Sharkey, but by guitarist Damian 
O'Neill (although it could be bassist Mickey Bradley—I'm 
not exactly sure). A wonderfully tongue-in-cheek, slightly 
psychedelic number that still gives chills 11 years later. 
Two b-sides, “Like That” and “Turning Blue,” are here as 
well, but three never-before released tracks make this an 
absolute treasure—the spine-tingling “You Stand So 
Close,” lovely “Bittersweet” and cryptic joy “| Can Only 
Dream.” 

Positive Touch, from 1981, is the transition aloum that 
bridges the gap between LP’s #2 and #4. Yes, the 
production is stifled, but the songs are strong, fresh and, 
contrary to unpopular opinion, reveal a band NOT splash- 


ing about and desperately looking for a direction, but a 
band that had something more important to sing about 
besides chocolate and girls. “It's Going To Happen!” is 
covertly about the Northern Irish strife erupting in grandi- 
ose proportions at the time (the song was performed on 
“Top Of The Pops” the night before Bobby Sands died). 
“When Saturday Comes’ is a slice of psychedelic para- 
noia, “Crisis Of Mine” is a Beatlesque self-analysis and so 
on. “Beautiful Friend,” probably the most-accomplished 
single of the band’s career is included, a strangely syrupy 
number that moves my soul and to this day can (at 
unguarded moments) bring tears to my eyes. 

Hypnotised, the 1980 sophomore effort, was the band 
at their poppy best. | don’t knowif it’s worth over-analzying, 
but let’s face it—this is the album that gave us “Wednes- 
day Week,” one of the three greatest pop singles of all 
time, the magnificent “Tearproof,” the hit “My Perfect 
Cousin,” the psychotic “There Goes Norman” and the 
now-legendary “More Songs About Chocolate and Girls.” 
Can | elaborate? | doubt it. 

Finally, The Undertones. The album that began it all. 
Most people know this record, love it, revere it, cherish it 
and, worst of all, never wanted to see the Undertones 
grow past it. Yes, there are the oft-claimed classics like 
“Jimmy Jimmy,” “Billy's Third,” “Listenin’ In,” “Family En- 
tertainment” and the now-legendary “Teenage Kicks,” 
but, no matter what, this was just the beginning. 

| can only hope that if I’ve aroused your curiosity, you 
will be wise enough to take the plunge—it will be an 
investment that you'll be glad you made. As for the rest of 
the story, after the band’s '83 split, Sharkey went on to 
have a #1 hit single in the UK with “A Good Heart” and is 
now an A&R person for Polydor; bassist Bradley went 
back to Derry, where he is still a successful DJ and 
sometimes producer; drummer Billy Doherty went on to 
play in the Caralines and most recently worked with the 
Saw Doctors; and John O’Neill and younger brother 
Damian went on to a little band called That Petrol 
Emotion...Need | say more? (No, and !’m tired of typing, 
anyway!—AL) (Pickering Wharf, Bldg. C, Salem, MA 
01970) (Rob Ross) 


REISSUES 

The Crawdaddys’ “Crawdaddy Express” (Voxx, PO 
Box 7112, Burbank, CA 91510) may have originally come 
out in '79, but you’d swear you were hearing an aloum 
from '64 or’65. Religiously-executed British R&B rave-up 
and done to perfection. The Crawdaddys not only sound 
like the Pretty Things, they even cover some of the same 
tunes the Pretty Things covered, a healthy assortment of 
blues and R&B chestnuts, played fast and raw. Rough- 
drawl vocals, chinking guitars, a busy bass, locomotive, 
tin-can drumming and some wailing harp work—all on a 
four track recording. This is the shit! Bruce Joyner and 





UNDERTONES 


The Unknowns were equally in love with the past, dishing 
out rockabilly and R&B styles, though with a poppier, 
more tremolo-soaked take—more Buddy Holly than Roll- 
ing Stones. Still, the 24 song compilation (including alter- 
nate demo tracks) shows them having fun at it and 
capturing the nuances of the older sounds without being 
archaic about it. (Marilyn, c/o Bomp, PO Box 7112, 
Burbank, CA 91510) 

Profile subsidiary Another Planet has started its 
hardcore reissue series. The Cro-Mags’ “Age Of Quarrel” 
and “Best Wishes” albums are slapped together on one 
disc. “Age” is still a quintessential slice of NY crunch, 
starting with that ominous intro to “We Gotta Know.” 
Thrash power, metal-moshin’ chops and a level of bile 
and venom that stands the test of time. “Best Wishes” had 
Harley Flanagan taking over the vocal slot for John 
Joseph and Petey Hines replacing Mackie on drums and 
comes down on the heavier side of things—urgent, and, 
while not quite matching the level of their debut, still 
packed with razor-sharp aggression on the likes of “Down, 
But Not Out” and “Days Of Confusion.” The age lines are 
starting to show on the first two Murphy’s Law albums, 
recently reissued on one CD. Their self-titled debut still 
holds up fairly well, with stupid but smart-assed anthems 
“Sit Home And Rot,” “A Day In The Life” anda raging cover 
of “I Got A Right.” By the time “Back With A Bong” came 
out, vocalist Jimmy Drescher was the only remaining 
original member and the ambiance was more frat-boy, 
with help from the Fishbone horns—party-hearty de- 
bauchery expressed through “Panty Raid,” “Bong” and 
“Quest For Herb.” There’s also a dumb patriotic undercur- 
rent running through “California Pipeline” (on the first 
album) and “America Rules” and I'm thinking the America 
Jimmy loves so much is imprisoning many people on the 
same quest for herb as Mr. Drescher—but, hey, we've got 
baseball, pretty girls and rock ‘n roll!. OK, Murphy’s Law 
have never been about political correctness and these 
two albums are an enjoyable combination of hardcore, 
metal, ska and rock cheese. These albums give me mixed 
feelings—fun, but | occasionally wonder if I'm an idiot for 
enjoying it...Warzone’s New Yawk style hardcore holds 
up remarkably well, after 7 or 8 years, as “Don’t Forget 
The Struggle” and “Open Your Eyes” are also paired on 
a single CD. The “intro bust,” after the band’s unforget- 
table studio banter, gets the proceedings off to a riveting 
start and the mix of thrash power and crunch is well- 
executed, though Raybeez still brings to mind visions of 
Jerry Lewis fronting a hardcore band. Also, once again, 
there’s the issue of simple-minded patriotism and the 
whole skinhead mentality, which hardly seems a rebel- 
lious or underground stance. Ultimately, good hardcore, 
even with the baggage. (740 Broadway, NY, NY 10003) 

The next reissue is a little more obscure—when | 
opened the package containing the Fifty Foot Hose CD, 
“Cauldron,” | thought, “great, another techno album,” after 
seeing the space motif on the sleeve, but it turns out this 
is a re-release of a rare, psychedelic period album from 
’68. Experimental electronics and a mellow vibe predomi- 
nate. More of a musical sedative than a freak-out experi- 
ence, not as energized as I'd hope for. This band was 
clearly ahead ofit’s time, in terms of incorporating unusual 
instrumentation in a rock context, but it has more in 
common with Jefferson Airplane and the Dead than Blue 
Cheer. The demo-track, “Bad Trip,” lives up to its name, 
at least, an orgy of noise and feedback. (Weasel Disc, 
1459 18th St., SF, CA 94107) 

Propulsion has reissued a pair of goofy New York punk 
pieces, Ism’s “| Think | Love You” and The Six And 
Violence’s “Lettuce Pray.” Ism were punk miscreants and 
practical jokers, best known for trashing the Partidge 
Family's “I Think | Love You” (the sleeve has Shirley and 
David’s heads transposed on a pair of animals doin’ it 
doggy style!).. Wacky keyboards are clever touch on 
several songs—especially “White Castle At3 AM” and the 
aforementioned track. Misses the mark sometimes, but 
they had their moments. The Six And Violence were also 
goofy and verging out of control. They also somehow 
wrangled Jethro Tull’s lan Anderson into contributing flute 
and a commentary about urine. Two bands that make a 
gleeful, sometimes scatalogical racket and you need that 
sort of thing, every so often. (176 Madison Ave., 4th Floor, 
NY, NY 10016) 

Fans of the primitive early goth/post-punk sound should 
like Kommunity FK’s “The Vision and the Voice,” their 
1983 album. Rough and basic, without any of the dreari- 


ness or pompousness associated with the sound. 
Kommunity FK may exist in a not-so-happy environment, 
but the scrappy guitar sound and non-intrusive electron- 
ics make foran edgy ride. (8726 S. Sepulveda Bivd., Suite 
D82, Los Angeles, CA 90045) 

Neurosis’ long out-of-print '87 debut album, “Pain Of 
Mind,” is once again available from Alternative Tentacles 
(PO Box 419092, SF, CA 94141) and it presents a totally 
different sound than what they've evolved towards, the 
past few years. Fast, frenetic hardcore, with speedy 
tempos, razor-wire guitars and soul-ripping vocals. Some 
of the doomy elements are there, but Neurosis played it 
mainly hard and fast and it holds up. Actually, this will 
probably get a lot more play, here, than the last album. 

Century Media (1453-A 14th St., #324, Santa Monica, 
CA 90404) begins its punk reissue series with live “Pissed 
and Proud” by Peter and the Test Tube Babies. From 
the oi-tinged school, but more concerned with getting 
shitfaced and avoiding getting killed by jealous boyfriends 
than any sort of working-man’s movement. Catchy, silly 
songs punctuated by Peter's cockney vocals and a 
ramalama hooky sound—hard not to smile at the likes of 
“Banned From The Pubs,” “Run Like Hell” and “Up Yer 
Bum.” 

Virtually unheralded in their day ('84-'85), Poison 13 
formed out of the ashes of the Big Boys, with that band’s 
Tim Kerrand Chris Gates and they released an album and 
EP of smokin’ blues-inflected garage punk. Mike Carroll's 
raspy, yowly snarl was the perfect complement. Sub Pop 
(POB 20645, Seattle, WA 98102) have released a CD, 
“Wine Is Red, Poison Is Blue,” that includes the two 
records and some unreleased tracks, as well. Adept at 
covering both traditional blues like “Spoonful” and 
“Parchman Farm” as well as Richard Hell's “Blank Gen- 
eration,” the Animals’ “When | Was Young” and throwing 
in the scream from the Cure's “Three Imaginary Boys” 
album at the end of “Big City Lights.” Primal and raucous. 


Pure Joy’s “Carnivore” (Popllama) is a collection of 
decent pop music, in a Buzzocksy/Mega City Four vein. 
Rusty Willoughby (now in Flop) has a pleasant set of 
pipes, part Shelley, part Sharkey, but neither as eternally 
adolescent/adenoidal as the former nor as highly trilling 
as the latter. Just good, hooky stuff—not too saccharine, 
either. (PO Box 95364, Seattle, WA 98145) 

The self-titled album and “Dude Danger” EP from 
Shades Apart are now available on one CD (Ultraviolet 
Records, PO Box 5082, North Branch, NJ 08876) and it’s 
worth checking out. Faster, scrappier and more hardcore- 
sounding than “Neon,” though the “Dude Danger” songs 
are closer to their current poppier style. Two things that 
have always been part of the equation, though, are the 
band's ability to stick in killer melody lines and Mark's 
soulful vocals. Emo-core with a pop soul. 

Long out of print, Toxic Reasons’ debut album, “Inde- 
pendence’ (Century Media) is still their best, the only one 
to feature Ed Pittman’s pseudo-Cockney, gruff growl. 
Politicized as hell and showcasing a solid blend of UK Oi, 
thrash, reggae and punk. Loud and boisterous, from full- 
on burners like “Mercenary,” “Killer” and “Riot Squad” to 
the reggae/thrash tandem of their classic “Ghost Town.” 
This is the real punk deal, kiddies. (1453-A 14th St., #324, 
Santa Monica, CA 90404) 

As the fascistic, asshole Republicans come back into 
power and start slashing every last vestige of the New 
Deal and War On Poverty, we need charity compilations 
like Dischord’s “State Of The Union” even more than 
ever. A reissue from ’89, all proceeds go to support the 
Community for Creative Nonviolence and ACLU. Strong 
material by Fugazi, Soulside (I'd forgotten how good they 
were), Christ On A Crutch, 3, Rain, One Last Wish, 
Ignition. Of course, time hasn't improved the likes of 
Broken Siren or Red Emma, but that's par for the compi- 
lation course. (3819 Beecher St., NW, Washington, DC 
20007) 
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7" RECORDS 


AIR MIAMI-Airplane Rider/Stop Sign (TeenBeat) 

Mark and Bridget from Unrest’s new band and combin- 
ing minimalist strum with girl-group harmonies. Bilinda 
Butcher singing for Joy Division? Er, sort of...(PO Box 
3265, Arlington, VA 22203) 


ALLIGATOR GUN-Superhero (Hardspun) 

Loud poppy-punk from a promising Milwaukee band— 
"Curfew” is punchy and hooky, a perfect blend. “Flinch” is 
slightly more, uh, trippy and groove-like, though the 
guitars still blaze. Potent. (PO Box 92367, Milwaukee, WI 
53202) 


AMERICAN STANDARD-Trial Size (Maggadee) 

First new stuff in eons for this NJ band and in more of 
a hard pop/rock vein. “Petting Zoo” has a Nirvana-like riff 
and both tracks favor loud guitars and strong hooks. (PO 
Box 1575, Stuyvesant Station, NY, NY 10009) 


ANTIMONY-Red Herring/Longevity (Dischord/Regu- 
lus) 

Riveting post-punk stuff from ex-members of Circus 
Lupus—devastating bass and drum rhythms, nerve shat- 
tering guitar and arranged into jammin’ near-perfection. 
Will singe your ear-lobes. (3819 Beecher St. NW, Wash- 
ington, DC 20007) 


APOCALYPSE HOBOKEN-Daterape Nation (Johann’s 
Face, dbl. 7") 

Why poor Hoboken? Anyway, this Illinois band have it 
tight—buzzsaw, tuneful punk rock with a rasp/snot-in 
throat vocalist and catchy-as-fuck arrangements. Energy 
to burn and loads of fun. (PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 
60647) 


ARABY (Red Dawg) 

Poppy and emotional west coast stuff involving ex- 
Scherzo people (an underrated East Bay band). Two 
great, stinging up-tempo track anda slower, introspective 
song that maintains a powerful melodicism. (300 N. 
Bryan, Bloomington, IN 47408) 


ARM-Suddenly Sorry/Anti-Hero (Generic) 
Minneapolis continues to be a thriving music center, 
and I'm nottalking about Soul Asylum! Arm's hard-edged, 
post-punky sound has similarities to some of the newer 
AmRep stuff (namely Janitor Joe and Guzzard), but 
combines that aggressive nature with a more melodic 
undertow. Hope to hear more from this promising band. 
(3471 W. Broadway, #111, Minneapolis, MN 55422) 


BACKDRAFT-The Stream (Crucial Response) 

Another day, another hardcore record...crunch riffs, 
thrash parts, heart-on-sleeve vocals and lyrics barked out 
like the last testament. The drumming has a tin-can 
quality and occasionally gets ahead of the riff. Formulaic, 
but certain to please the diehards. (Kaisersfeld 98, 46047 
Oberhausen, GERMANY) 


BOSS FUEL-The Ride/Rumble Mambo (Load/Over 
The Counter) 

“The Ride” is a bouncy garage rocker—the sort of three 
chords w/attitude thing that always catches my ear. The 
flip is a slightly less-inspiring Link Wray cover. I'd like to 
hear more songs with the same gusto as “The Ride.” (PO 
Box 35, Providence, RI 02901) 


BROKEN HEROES-Media Blowout (Headache) 

Basic oi stuff, once again, though “Why Must The Good 
Die Young” throws in some ska, as well, and that song and 
“Over Night Love Affair’ also add piano (?!) to the mix. 
Fairly run of the mill, though those who can never get 
enough oi will enjoy it. (PO Box 204, Midland Park, NJ 
07432) 


BRUISERS-Gates Of Hell (Bird) 

Adding a rockabilly/twang sound to the punk basics, 
the Bruisers have moved well beyond their bootboy roots. 
Throw in a strong cover of Thunders’ “You Can't Put Your 
Arms Around A Memory” and it adds up to a strong disc. 
(Jeff Morris, 32 Milk St., Newburyport, MA 01950) 


CANDY SNATCHERS-Fuck My Family/Now Who’s 
Crying (Ultra Under) 

Snarly, attitude-drenched garage punk, just as you'd 
expect on Jeff Dahl’s label. A healthy reverence for Iggy 
and Radio Birdman, given an added guitar buzz and 
speed rush. Fuckin’ A. (PO Box 1867, Cave Creek, AZ 
85331) 


CHAVEZ-Repeat The Ending/Hack The Sides Away 
(Matador) 

Fine debut by this near-supergroup indy band—Clay 
Tarver logged time in Bullet LaVolta and James Lo was 
the drummer for Live Skull during their best days. Strong 
melodies evolve from these tentative, fragile arrange- 
ments. A haunting guitar squeal dominates “Repeat The 
Ending.” Jittery and explosive, almost simultaneously. 
(676 Broadway, NY, NY 10012) 


CHOKEBORE-Thin As Clouds/Pink Deluxe (AmRep) 

Teaser for the new album, with an unreleased b-side. 
Dark, spacious melodies and Troy’s unique warble. Not 
as strong as the tunes from their first album, but I’m still 
looking forward to hearing the rest of the new one. (2645 
1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


CLARIMEL-Dust Doesn't Lie/Eraserman (No Idea) 

Scrappy, loud punk with a dark undertow. Once again, 
these guys dabble in murky feedback and it adds some- 
thing. ($3 ppd to POB 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604- 
4636) 


COPPER-Freckle/Tuesday’s Child (Equal Vision) 
Melodic indy/alternative rock, with soaring female vo- 
cals that also express vulnerability. It all comes together 
perfectly in “Freckle,” a mesh of loud and soft and with 
tantalizing hooks, less-successfully for the dreamier 
“Tuesday's Child.” (111 W. 24th St., NY, NY 10011) 


COWS-Cow Island/Chicken Rhythm (Amphetamine 
Reptile) 

“Cow Island” is a bit of punk scorch with a bluesy 
inflection and one of their best tunes in awhile. As for 
“Chicken Rhythm,” can you say throwaway? Still, the 
sound of hearing the Cows imitating chickens clucking 
“fuck off” to a country melody works, ina truly warped way. 
(2645 1st Ave., S., Minneapolis, MN 55408) 


CRUD IS A CULT (Windward) 

CIAC utilize both full-on thrash and slow intensity to put 
their rage across. Sean screams his guts out as if on the 
verge of anervous breakdown and, along with some of the 
interesting guitar parts, these guys seem to be onto 
something fairly original. Comes with a neat booklet. (PO 
Box 3775, Cherry Hill, NJ 08034) 


DALTONIC-Phantom Music and Voices (Vigilance) 

Three more rockin’ hardcore tunes from the Daltonic 
guys. Mastering's alittle thin, but, ina spentstyle, Daltonic 
infuse their music with energy, passion and fiery vocals. 
($3 ppd to POB 4021, Attleboro, MA 02703) 


DANCING FRENCH LIBERALS OF ’48-Spags/Scream 
Clown Scream (Broken/Revenge) 

Ex-Gits doing punk rock-type stuff. “Spags” is an OK 
mid-to-fast, almost folky-tinged song. “Clown” absolutely 
tips, though, and can also be found on their CD-EP. 


DEADGUY-Whitemeat (DaDa)/Work Ethic (Engine) 

Boiling-over rage—hard, heavy riffs and psychotic 
vocals. Hardcore crunch, but there’s also some unpre- 
dictable turns in the arrangements, as well. Enough 
instrumental skill evident here to indicate these guys 
could create some riveting jams. (DaDa: PO Box 112, 
New Brunswick, NJ 08903-0112/Engine: POB 1575, 
Stuyvesant Sta., NY, NY 10009) 


DEATH SIDE-All Is Here Now (HG Fact) 

Fuckin’ brutal hardcore—thrash-crazed, roaring gui- 
tars, pissed-off vocals and it hits right between the ears. 
Raging as hell—no hesitance, no mosh parts, just wanton 
blitz. Makes me remember why | still like hardcore. (401 
Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, 
JAPAN) 


DEVIL DOGS-L.B.M.F. (Headache) 

Laid back motherfuckers? OK... Thunders tribute aside, 
more loud ‘n proud garage-pop rock stomp. Three chords 
and the truth. “Shaky Sue” throws in a mean sax solo and 
“Coolsville” and “Jump On You’ will work you into a pogo- 
induced frenzy. Ain't nothing laid back about it. (PO Box 
204, Midland Park, NJ 07432) 


DIESEL QUEENS-The Wanderer/Codpiece Nation 
(SFTRI) 

So they've adopted plastic quiffs for this 7" and the 
songs are a punk take on the Dion & The Belmonts’ oldie 
and a hysterical bit of doo-wop on the flip. Perfecting 
obnoxiousness to an art form. 


DOGTOOTH-Black (Airhead Spyplane) 

Garagey hard rock, with both a southern and psyche- 
delic tinge. Feisty guitars and righteous organ mixing into 
a potent tandem. (402 E. Trinity St., Durham, NC 27701) 


ECONOTHUGS-Beer Run (Centsless) 

From that bastion of tolerance and enlightenment 
(yeah, right!) Cincinnati, come these punk rock miscre- 
ants. Snotty three-chord bash with more than enough 
attitude to get by. Inspirational thank you: to GG Allin for 
dying. (5945 Monticello Ave., Cincinnati, OH 45224) 


ELECTRIC FRANKENSTEIN (Mint Tone) 

Obvious NY Dolls worship going on, from the Thun- 
ders-esque lead for “Fast & Furious” and the appropria- 
tion of the riff from “Vietnamese Baby” for the “E. F. 
Theme,” but i know what | like and | like this. Punchy, 
straight-ahead rock ‘n roll—no bullshit and timeless. (84- 
29 153rd Ave., Apt. LCD, Howard Beach, NY 11414) 


88 FINGERS LOUIE-Go Away! (Fat Wreck Chords) 

Fast, snappy uptempo punk rock, as you’d expect from 
this label. Four catchy songs punctuated by buzzing 
guitar and plaintive vocals, begging for repeated spins. | 
never get tired of hearing stuff like this. (PO Box 460144, 
SF, CA 94146) 


EYEHATEGOD/13-Split (Ax/ction) 

Eyehategod, you’ve probably heard of. 13, from NYC, 
are less-familiar. Both bands play low ‘n dirty Sab sludge 
and Eyehategod are a lot better at it. (POB 623, Kendall 
Sq., Cambridge, MA 02142-0005) 


FACEPULLER-Anatomy Of Noise (BangOn) 

Hard rockin’ righteousness—heavy, but also with drive 
and enough post-punk apocalyptics to differentiate it. 
Two thundering tunes. (544-810 W. Broadway, Vancouver, 
BC, CANADA V5Z 4C9) 


FAILURE FACE/ULCER-Split (Burrito) 

Tight, fast hardcore mania from Failure Face, filled with 
rage and anger, as Bob Suren rips his tonsils apart and 
Rob Sexton keeps the pace with a non-stop 4/4 and blast- 
beat flurry. Ulcer’s material is similarly ultra-fast, except 
Aaron shrieks like Charles from Rorschach and the music 
is played in a more primitive, ultra-grind fashion—and not 
as well. (POB 3204, Brandon, FL 33509-3204) 


FED UP!/ADDVICE FOR ADDICTS-Split (Fearless) 

Way punk, man! AFA’s “Disgraceful” and “Dropout” 
have great scream-along choruses and scrappy, oi boot- 
kick. Rough, tuneful and with plenty of attitude, right down 
to the affected (?) English-accented vocals. Fed Up! tear 
it up, mixing melody and full-bore thrash. This is what it’s 
all about. (20710 Manhattan Place, Suite 132, Torrance, 
CA 90501) 


FELLS-Walking & Wanting/ESP (Westworld) 

Part of Westworld’s live in studio “Peyote Stomp” 
series—an average garage stomper backed by a sloppy- 
but-effective of my all-time-fave Buzzcocks’ song. (Bos 
43787, Tucson, AZ 85733) 


Ff-Ending Song/Diseased (Redd) 

I'd push the little kid on the cover photo, wearing the 
Yankees’ shirt, offthe pier he’s standing on, if could...which 
has nothing to do with the record. Well, only one song 
makes me wish the same fate for Ff—the weak pop of 
“Ending Song.” “Diseased” is a totally different matter; 
loud, raw and hammering. More songs like that and things 








could be interesting for these guys. (PO Box 2313, 
Stuyvesant Station, NY, NY 10009) 


FOOTSTONE-Mountain Man/Belly (Dromedary) 
Poppy rock with more than enough hooks, loud guitars 
and harmonies to keep me happy. American Standard’s 
Bill Dolan contributes backing vocals and Footstone are 
definitely in that sort of vein. Nothing to change the world, 
but not bad, either. (50 B Circle Dr., Lodi, NU 07644) 


4-String Crack Effort (Girth) 

A vinyl pressing of the band’s demo reviewed a few 
issues back. Emo/DC-ish punk—churning, melodic and 
appealingly rough. “Home Too” has the most obvious 
hook, “Always Repair” ends in cacophonous noise and 
“Bloodstream” goes for a slower, wrenching feel. Really 
good. (PO Box 715, LA, CA 90078) 


FOUR POINT STAR-Stranger’s Ways (Broken) 

Heart-on-sleeve poppy punk filled with buzzing guitars 
and endearingly ragged harmonies for the title cut. The 
two other songs add alittle atonality/angularity to the mix, 
while keeping the straightforward energy. (PO Box 460402, 
SF, CA 94146) 


FUN GIRLS FROM MT. PILOT-Lunch Box (House O' 
Pain) 

A7" ina box, with all sorts of goodies—trading cards, 
a booklet, a plastic fork and, oh yeah, a record! Not the 
scratched-up Glenn Miller bonus disc, but one of their 
own. Fast, buzzsaw punk rock with lots of snot and 
attitude. Any band that lives in TN and plays in drag, and 
uses an obscure Andy Griffith Show reference for their 
name hasit going on, anyway, and their straight-on sound 
hits the spot. (PO Box 120861, Nashville, TN 37212) 


GLENDALE-Matchbox Martyr/Brown Recluse (AMC) 

Angst-ridden, noise-laden pound from this'short-lived 
PA band. Dark and intense. (POB 1105, State College, 
PA 16804-1105) 


GRUBBY-Stab/Fellow/Trippin Out (HG Fact) 

Meatgrinder thrash ‘n grunge that has a full-bore 
musical assault, though a few too maNy “yeah-ee-yeah” 
vocal moves to cross it over into cheesy territory. A 
meaner-sounding vocalist would make these guys more 
of an unstoppable force. (401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI- 
CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


GUNFIRE DANCE-Suit And Tie/’Til The End Of The 
Day (Ultra Under) 

The a-side has Dolls-ish harmonies to go with its 
garage punk swagger. The flip is a credible, raved-up 
Kinks’ cover. Cool. (PO Box 1867, Cave Creek, AZ 
85331) 


HALF LIFE & IN/HUMANITY-Split EP (HG Fact)/HALF 
LIFE-Different Systems (HG Fact) 

Two bands from Japan—Half Life play slow ‘n heavy 
(yawn), though the singer sounds amazingly like Choke. 
In/Humanity's sound is even uglier—mxing death shrieks 
and Melvins’-inspired lurch. A little more interesting, but 
not exactly my cup. In addition to the split, Half Life have 
a three song EP of their own available. In a similar vein. 
(401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 
164, JAPAN) 


HALF OFF (it’s Alive) 

Limited re-press, including hot covers of Black Flag’s 
“Six Pack,” Wire’s “12XU” and three live originals. Fast, 
hard, heavy Cali hardcore. (900 Azalea St., Oxnard, CA 
93030) 


HARVEST THEORY-From The Back (Springbox) 

Equal parts Fugazi and Minutemen, combining a 
watchspring tightness with surging power. Ex-members 
of Monsula and Fifteen, expanding beyond the melodic 
punk of both bands towards something more challenging. 
(PO Box 1063, Benicia, CA 94510) 


HAVOHEuJ-Black Mist/Enlightened One (Ax/ction) 

Ambient death metal? Sinister vocals over a synthe- 
sized, almost subdued noise bed, pressed on a lovely 
picture disc. Make of it what you will. | think it’s shit. (POB 
623, Kendall Sq., Cambridge, MA 02142-0005) 


HEGOAT-Edict + 2 (Allied) 

Similar to Jesus Lizard, in the herky-jerky rhythms, 
snaky guitars and psycho-man vocals (though JJ isn’t as 
nutty as David Yow). Effective. (PO Box 460683, SF, CA 
94146) 


HILLBILLY DEVILSPEAK (BGR) 

Noise damage, with a relentless rhythm section and 
sicko guitar parts. Their theme song (“Hillbilly Devilspeak”) 
takes a punkier approach. Okay. (POB 54, West PDO, 
Nottingham, NG8 2TZ, ENGLAND) 


HOLESHOT-Pacemaker (Reservoir) 

Not-bad hardcore, mixing up slow and fast tempos. 
Simple and basic, nothing to fault, and showing improve- 
ment since their last, so-so 7". Reminiscent, at times, of 
Life Sentence. (51 Columbus Dr., Franklin Park, NJ 
08823) 


ICEBURN-Moon/Brew #9 (AMC) 

Iceburn keep getting more out there. Fusion rock, with 
“Moon” incorporating sax, sitar and a strange percussion 
break. “Brew” offers jarring, almost free-form rock, done 
live. For the adventurous. (PO Box 1105, State College, 
PA 16804-1105) 


IGNITE-Where They Talk (Ringside) 

Emotional, thrashy hardcore. Considering that various 
members played for Unity, No For An Answer and Pushed 
Aside, those old-style SoCal roots come as no surprise. 
This sort of hardcore may not move me the wayit once did, 
but Ignite’s sound brings back memories of the good old 
days. (17860 Newhope St., A-171, Fountain Valley, CA 
92708) 


IPECAC/OPPOSITION (Figure Four) 

About the time that hardcore bands decided that 
slower was better, that vocalists should sound as though 
they're eternally constipated and thick, chunky riffs re- 
placed any melodic flourishes, that’s when | decided this 
was no longer my scene. Ipecac and Opposition both offer 
heavy, pounding variations—Ipecac add odd time signa- 
tures and a thundering bass guitar thrust, while Opposi- 
tion occasionally thrash things up. Like wading in mud. 





SINKHOLE 


(35 Eliab Latham Waye, E. Bridgewater, MA 02333) 


KEROSENE 454-Intro/Down In Three (Strict/AMC) 

“Intro” features a versatile instrumental piece leading 
into high-charged, passionate hardcore herky-jerk spear- 
headed by martial drumming and from-the-gut vocals. 
The flip is slower and moodier, with some jarring enrgetic 
burst. As explosive as theirname implies (sorry—! couldn't 
help myself). (Jeff Bowers, 717 S. Mill Ave., Suite 8, 
Tempe, AZ 85281) 


KUSTOMIZED-Demonstrates Your Hi-Fi (Mag Wheel) 

3 more songs of strength and power from one of 
Boston's best bands. “They Call It Sleep” is epic and 
hypnotic, plumbing a distorto-daze for all it's worth. They 
rip through LaPeste’s “Better Off Dead” with gleeful aban- 
don, segueing into some carnival music into the trippy 
sludge of “Determined Porpoises.” (Surefire Distr., POB 
735, Allston, MA 02134) 


LENNY-What I See (Mag Wheel) 

New band with ex-Moving Targets guys Pat Leonard 
and J. Arcari and in a somewhat-similar, straight-ahead 
guitar pop vein. Only “Back Door” makes much ruckus, 
out of the four tracks. (POB 15, Boston, MA 02133) 


LIME CELL (Headache) 

“You're Not Punk, You're Dirty” sounds more and more 
like an anthemic call to arms, with the unforgettable line 
“we may not be punk, but at least we're clean.” Well, truth 
be told, these guys are punk, in the classic, headbanging 
sense and each song careens with razor-sharp guitars, 
bellowing vocals and an ass-kicking backbeat. From 
Philly and John Kruk would love these guys. (PO Box 204, 
Midland Park, NJ 07432) 


LINCOLN-Sugarloaf/Waterboy (AMC) 

Two outtakes from the session that yielded their split 7" 
and Watermark 7". Intense and emotional, with “Waterboy” 
possessing a tad more drive and power. (POB 1105, 
State College, PA 16804-1105) 


LINE DRIVE-Lead On (1124) 
New-school/new-style hardcore, meaning slow tem- 
pos, heavy riffs and a super-serious vibe. Not much 
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fun...although “Skin Graft” kicks up enough of a ruckus to 
indicate room for progression. What | want to know is if 
they're as devoted to baseball as Slapshot are to hockey. 
(Box 3051, Providence, RI 02906) 


LINT-Lost (Plumb) 

Ican live without Miss Montgomery Alabama’s Courtney 
Love-isms, but this a cool, understated pop ditty—jangly 
guitars, a warm ‘n fuzzy bass-line carrying the melody and 
a huge hook. One-sided, spray-painted and very limited. 
(1085 Commonwealth Ave., #215, Boston, MA 02215) 


MARJAN CRASH-Graze (Atomic Action) 

Heavy and dense—scream from the soul stuff, but 
there’s also a semi-appealing melodicism in the guitar- 
playing—you have to listen closely, but it's there. Better 
use of the tools might make this workable. (2030 W, Main 
Rd., Middletown, RI 02842) 


MILK COW (Snuffy Smile) 

Ravenous, over the top hardcore, with damaged ten- 
dencies. This Japanese band also throw a melody line or 
two into the rage-o-matic. Intense and powerful. (c/o HG 
Fact, 401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, 
TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


MORDOR-Dark Is The Future/Les Armées de Sauron 
(Ax/ction) 

Another strange picture disk—evil sounds merging 
death vocals, doomy metal and pseudo-classical bom- 
bast. “Dark Is The Future” comes across like the weirder 
stuff on Celtic Frost's “Into The Pandemonium,” only 
without the metallized mania. Out there! (POB 623, Kendall 
Sq., Cambridge, MA 02142) 


MOURN (Reproductive) 

Is grunge a dirty word? Well, if it means pounding, 
driving rock with dirty-ass guitars and attitude, then it’s not 
and that’s what this two-piece sound like. Thundering 
guitars and basic drumming getting the job done. (POB 
211, Allston, MA 02134) 


MUKILATEO FAIRIES-Special Rites (Kill Rock Stars) 

Short, frenzied hardcore outbursts punctuated by 
hoarse vocals and raging, feedback-drenched instru- 
mentation. Sounds mighty pissed-off—"Nasty Disposi- 
tion" sums things up nicely. Convincing rage. (120 NE 
State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


NEW DAY-Spring Cleaning (Raw Products) 

Feedback-drenched, raw thrash and weirder, noisier 
bits. Pretty fuckin’ punk and unpredictable, to boot. (3149 
Caribb Way, Lantana, FL 33462) 


Ol POLLOI-Right To Choose/BLOWNAPART BAS- 
TARDS-Conviction/1910 (Unite & Fight) 

One smokin’ split 7", both bands doing it the loud ‘n fast 
way. Oi Polloi harken back to classic Discharge with their 
piledriving songs and timely pro-choice sentiments. 
Blownapart Bastards temper the rage with a bit more 
texture, but not all that much. (Rick Spencer, 12336 
UNCG, Greensboro, NC 27413) 


ONE TON SHOTGUN-Disgruntled 

Hard-hitting punk rock with a feisty edge...| like their 
ripping take on Mott's “All The Young Dudes” and the 
other two songs, “Bed Pan Hands” and “Joey Bag Of 
Donuts” rock with full-bore guitar punch. (380 Forest, 
Middletown, RI 02842) 


OUT COLD-Lost Cause (Fudgeworthy) 

No bullshit old-style hardcore. Sounds as though it 
could’ve come out in'82. Short, fast, rage-filled songs and 
that’s just fine. (8 Stevin Dr., Woburn, MA 01801) 


PAGODAS-Should Have Known/So High (Kade) 

They got Dick Dale to play on the a-side—and he adds 
some tasty surf guitar to an otherwise pedestrian poppy 
tune. Ditto for the b-side—pedestrian, only no Dale. (1314 
E. Olive Ave., Fresno, CA 93728) 


PENIS FLY TRAP-Photo Of A Dead Man + 4 (Woof!) 
One of the best band names in Boston, right now—and 

a big improvement from their first 7". They may say “Punk 

Rock Is Dead,” but that’s belied by the likes of “Photo Of 


A Dead Man” and “Tourists Out Of Film.” A poppy instinct 
merged with rougher garage/punk attitude. (POB 1159, 
Allston, MA 02134) 


POPULUXE-Schange/Bleu Balls (Happy Go Lucky) 
Slow and (excuse the term) slackerish rock and there's 

enough quirk in the mix to make it interesting. Enticingly 

lethargic. (PO Box 44342, Cleveland, OH 44144) 


POTBELLY/STAND GT-Tribute To The Nils (Mag 
Wheel) 

Cover versions of a mid-80s Montreal pop/punk band 
(who | hear have recently reformed). The parody of the 
cover art for two different Nils’ releases is righteous, but 
the versions here don't really improve on the originals. In 
fact, Potbelly’s lethargic, dazed stretching of the classic 
pop anthem “Scratches & Needles” amounts to heresy. 
The Stand GT’s “When Love Puts On A Sad Face” fares 
a little better. (PO Box 115, Stn. R, Montreal, PQ, H2S- 
3K6, CANADA) 


PSYCHO-Shrunken (Ax/ction) 

Their last gasp, most likely. Mixing up dirgey, grungy 
stuff ala Fudge Tunnel and ultra-thrash. They don’t care 
for riot grrris all that much, either. | still prefer their old- 
school hardcore material from’82-’85. (POB 623, Kendall 
Sq., Cambridge, MA 02142) 


PUNCHCUTTER (Reproductive) 

“Rain” is disarmingly poppy, while “Swimmers” and 
“Hi” go for the same sort of noisy sludge as Spore. In fact, 
Punchcutter’s Ayal plays for that band and this EP is a 
reunion with his old jamming buddy or band or some- 
thing—I'm not sure what, exactly, but it's pretty good. 
(POB 211, Allston, MA 02134) 


QUEERS/PINK LINCOLNS (Just Add Water) 

Punk fuckin’ rock from two of the best practitioners. 
The Queers rip through five singalong favorites on this '91 
radio broadcast—uplifting anthems like “This Place Sucks,” 
“| Want Cunt’ and “Nobody Likes Me.” The Lincoins offer 
2 live tunes anda little spoken word silliness, themselves, 
including “I've Got My Tie On,” which should be played 
loudly by anyone who ever had to work in the straight 
corporate world and a cover of Bikini Kills “Suck My Left 
One.” Pogo ‘til you puke! (Queers: PO Box 1201, N. 
Hampton, NH 03862) 


QUEERS-My Old Man’s A Fatso (WoundUp) 

The prolific Queers have another four tune winner— 
covers from the Angry Samoans (“Fatso”), Jimmy Webb 
(a thrashed-up “Mac Arthur Park”), Screeching Weasel 
(“Murder In the Brady House,” from their first, tough to get 
album) and one original, “Meatwagon.” Alldifferent Queers 
lineups and all headbanging punk mania. (PO Box 3695, 
Kansas City, MO 66103) 


RADIOPUHELIMET-Hygeine (Alt. Tentacles) 

Finnish hardcore is still alive...a compilation EP by this 
destructo unit. Drill-press guitars, raspy vocals and more 
of alurch ‘n swing than thrash style, coming on like a noisy 
cross between Laughing Hyenas and Killdozer. (PO Box 
419092, SF, CA 94141) 


RAISE-Two Different People (Sampson) 

Groove rock, punctuated by strong, dominant bass- 
playing and soaring vocals. | can see the karate-kickers 
licking their chops, already. A flowing melodicism and 
musical complexity are the distinctive elements. (105 
Borden Rd., Tiverton, Rl 02878) 


REGISTRATORS-Set Me Free (Snuffy Smile) 

Low-fi, old-style punk—rooted more in the tough R&B 
of the Jam than a Ramonesy roar and the rough-around- 
the-edges ambiance provides a winning quality. Ragged 
andas well-worn as a vintage leather jacket. (c/o HG Fact, 
401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 
164, JAPAN) 


RUNT-The Four Fluid Ounces Of Euphoria (Sarah 
Tomlinson) 

Not to be confused with Todd Rundgren’s early solo 
albums, this WMass band offer some thornily creative 
material. While “Brick” is poppy, in an oblique fashion and 


“One Time” more angular/post-punkish, “| Was Worn” 
goes over the cliff, alternating subdued passages with 
hair-raising, busy-sounding abrasivness. Cool. (PO Box 
695, Madison Square Station, NY, NY 10159-0695) 


SAMUEL-Lives Of Insects/Sideways Looker (Art Monk 
Construction) 

Strong, confident melodic rock from ex-members of 
Junction, Glendale and other bands. “Sideways Looker” 
is the stronger song, with a surging, hooky arrangement. 
(PO Box 1105, State College, PA 16804) 


SEA MONSTER-We Work For A Living You, You 
Paper-Shuffling Prick (Winged Disk) 

If only the record were as goodas the title. Sea Monster 
thank the Continental, a cavernous, dark dive in NYC that 
I've had the unfortunate occurrence to patronize a few 
times—the people that hang there are left-over relics 
waiting for Johnny Thunders to return from the dead and 
the club specializes in the sort punk-ish, butjourneyman- 
like rock that Sea Monster ply (though that’s not a/ways 
the case). Not as in-your-face, balls-out aggressive as I'd 
have wanted. (PO Box 236, Neconset, NY 11767) 


SEVERIN (Dischord/Superbad, dbl. 7") 

Severin’s last gasp, spread out on two singles, and 
death throes never sounded so good. Emo-charged rock, 
in the classic DC tradition, but with added intricacy and 
often explosive power (“Axle Grind,” “Empty’). These 
guys never quite got their due. (PO Box 53321, Washing- 
ton, DC 20009) 


SHATTERHED-Choking Motion (1124) 

Non-clichéd punkish material—Shatterhed utilize po- 
tent, rhythmic grooves and mellifluent guitars, yet don’t 
sound like a run of the mill hardcore band. Vocal presence 
could be a little stronger, but the gtr/bass/drum mesh is 
stinging and invigorating. (Box 3051, Providence, RI 
02906) 


SHAVEN-Poison Wax (Empty) 

Garagey punk rock—nothing more complex than that, 
though there’s more of a surge to the songs than the ‘ol 
raunch ‘n grind, as well as a poppier element. (PO Box 
12034, Seattle, WA 98102) 


SHOWCASE SHOWDOWN-Chickens (Tario) 

Thumpa-thumpa thrash songs and one old-style punk 
tune that fares a bit better. A certain twisted charm, but 
this works a lot better live. (23 Pomeroy St., Allston, MA 
02134) 


SINKHOLE-Donkey/Alterna-Hunka-Shit/ Think I’m In 
Love (Ringing Ear)/Tumble Mat/Weed/Heartbreaker 
(Dr. Strange) 

“Donkey” is just about as perfect as a 7" can get, a 
prototypical, punk/pop killer; “Alterna-Hunka-Shit” is a 30 
second thrash tirade against Evan Dando (and MTV, for 
that matter), while “Love” is the obligatory trashy cover, 
this time Eddie Money being the cultural icon honored. 
Pat Benatar receives similar honors on the “Tumble Mat” 
7" (“Heartbreaker”), along with one album track and 
another decent non-LP song. Let's hear it for bands who 
wear glasses! (Ringing Ear: 9 Maplecrest, Newmarket, 
NH 03857/Dr. Strange: PO Box 7000-117, AltaLoma, CA 
91701) 


69 EYES-Never Too Loud!!! (Ultra Under) 

Is Finland a bastion of garage punk? The 69 Eyes, 
having kicked around for awhile, may live in a far-off land, 
but they've listened to their Stooges, Dolls and MC5 
records and been well-weaned, covering the latter (“Call 
Me Animal’) and honoring the former—"Too Itching For 
Action” liberally borrows from “Loose”. No language bar- 
rier, here. (PO Box 1867, Cave Creek, AZ 85331) 


SLEEPER-Splinter/Frankie The Clown (Allied) 

With a new guitarist and drummer, Sleeper have 
improved themselves. Melodic pop/punk, bordering on 
the emo thing, but a little more buzz, this time. 2 catchy, 
uptempo songs with punchy guitars and solid harmonies. 
(PO Box 460683, SF, CA 94146) 


SLIME FISHER-I'd Rather Be Fishing + 2 (Snuffy 
Smile) 
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V. CARD 


as well. (POB 161024, San Diego, CA 92176) 


Nothin’ slimy about this crew—riveting melodic hardcore 
delivered with speed and a rag-tag tuneful quality. The 
power comes first, the hooks are a happy byproduct and 
Japan rises again. (H.G. Fact: 401 Hongo-M, 2-36-2 
YAYOI-CHO, NAKANO, TOKYO, 164, JAPAN) 


SLOBS-Goin’ Nowhere Fast (Centsless) 

Spirited, obnoxious punk rock, steeped in that all- 
American three chord tradition. Razor-sharp guitars, spat- 
out vocals and righteous lyrics like “Don’t have to be good 
to be famous.” Throw in the “hey-hey” chant at the end of 
“Misery” and you’ve got a real winner, here. (5945 
Monticello Ave., Cincinnati, OH 45224) 


SMOOTHIES (Johann’s Face) 

So-so punk—buzzin’ guitars and fairly forceful, but 
Sarah’s vocals tend to grate, a bit. Not real mind-blowing. 
(PO Box 479-164, Chicago, IL 60647) 


SON OF SLAM-Devil’s Advocate/Mississippi Love 
Song (Outlaw) 

Thea-side, attacking Lewis Farrakhan, trades in south- 
ern-tinged grunge punk. The flip is way better, playing up 
the punk roots for maximum scorch. (453 Tennessee St., 
Memphis, TN 38103) 


SPACE CHRIST (Buzz Factory) 

Grungy, metallic volume rock. Mean and heavy, a 
logical continuation in the tradition started by fellow Phila- 
delphians Deadspot. (61-36 160th St., Flushing, NY 11365) 


SPARKMARKER-Atomos (No Idea) 

The big emo! Sparkmarker prevent it from becoming 
an epithet with their jarring songs. “So Long” explodes in 
a Fugazi-ish fray, while “The Way She Moves” and 
“Kansas” are slightly more wrenching, but still rawly 
energized. (PO Box 14636, Gainesville, FL 32604-4636) 


STICKS & STONES/WESTON-Split (Reservoir) 
Melodic, emo-ish sounds by both bands. Weston’s 
songs have a bit more drive and buzz. Sticks & Stones 
favor a complexly-arranged sound for their tune, merging 
the emo with a slight early Cure influence (a stretch? 
maybe). (POB 790366, Middle Village, NY 11379-0366) 


STIGMATA A GO GO-Cyclone Rider + 2 (Silver Girl) 
Noisy pop with both volume and hooks buried under a 
dark soundwash. Decent cover of Wire’s “Outdoor Miner,” 


STRYCHNINE & THE RAT TRAPS (Black Hole) 

Old fashioned punk rock that you slam a few brewski’s 
to at the local dive. Since | don’t like frequenting dives all 
that much, these days, this provides the necessary three 
chord rush without the risk of some drunken lout blowing 
cookies on my sneakers. The best of both worlds! (12 
Willow Grove Ave., Box 130, Philadelphia, PA 19118) 


STARPOWER‘Stargirl/Treefort (Kill Rock Stars) 
“Stargin!” is fairly standard indy-rock, sloppy chords 
and a yearning vocal; “Treefort’ is killer, though, reminis- 
cent of the Wipers, with punk drive and an edgy undercur- 
rent. (120 NE State St., #418, Olympia, WA 98501) 


STUNTMEN (Black Hole) 

Catchy punk/pop from Philly, not as rough as some 
would like, but hooky enough to catch my ear. Nothing 
complex—just basic, listenable tunes. (12 Willow Grove 
Ave., Box 130, Philadelphia, PA 19118) 


SUNNYCHAR-You’re My Battery (Shredder) 

Cutesy, girly punk/pop from Japan—chirpy vocals and 
poppy melodies and it’s a bit too sugary for my blood. 
Better than Shonen Knife, anyway. (75 Plum Tree Lane, 
#3, San Rafael, CA 94901) 


TANNER BOYLE-Everywhere I’ve Never Been (Red 
Dawg) 

Named after a character in the “Bad News Bears” 
movie, but Tanner Boyle’s yearning indy rock isn’t quite as 
clever as their obscure nomenclature. Sub-Superchunk 
rock that is pleasant, yet inconsequential. (300 N. Bryan, 
Bloomington, IN 47408) 


TEEN IDOLS-Nightmares (House O’ Pain) 

Rewved-up, tuneful punk rock. Buzzin’ guitars, strong 
vocals and catchy melody lines. Still proving that all you 
need are three chords played the right way. (PO Box 
150842, Nashville, TN 37215-0842) 


THIRD AGE-Natural Law + 2 (Atomic Action) 

Heavy, but also melodic, mixing up the crunch with a 
textured undertow. Reminds me of Kingpin. Fairly typical 
of the current hardcore crop, though the intricacy and 
subtleties adds a little. (2030 W. Main Rd., Middletown, RI 
02842) 


TINKER-Green Machine/Gnosis (Bear)/Realalie/Saxon 
Princess (Bear) 

Something of a to-do about this band ‘cause their 
bassist Melissa is now in Hole. Tinker’s two 7" vary 
between lethargic quietude and more explosive mo- 
ments, mainly the thundering “Gnosis,” easily the best 
track of the four. Somewhat like early Pumpkins, only 
without the whiny vocals. (JAF Box 444, NY, NY 10116) 


TREEPEOPLE + ARCHERS OF LOAF (Sonic 
Bubblegum, dbl. 7") 

Gimme more indy rock. These two bands cover one 
song by each other and back ‘em with an original. Guitars, 
hooks and a non-contrived vulnerability to the whole 
thing. Nothing fashionable, just songs played with energy 
and vitality. Treepeople’s “Meet At The End” especially 
makes a boisterous, joyful sound. (PO Box 35504, 
Brighton, MA 02135) 


TUGBOAT ANNIE-Jack Knife/Mock 
Bubblegum) 

Emotional-crest indy rock, best done on the frenetic 
“Mock,” with “Jack Knife” making a nice soft/loud transi- 
tion. (POB 35504, Brighton, MA 02135) 


(Sonic 


TULIPS-Wet/King Of Sex (Sonic Bubblegum) 

Violent groove stuff, punctuated by herky-jerky rhythms 
and vicious guitar gnarl. The b-side is a Killdozer cover 
and done from a female perspective. (POB 35504, 
Brighton, mA 02135) 


VARIOUS-Nashville Coming Fire (Vorgo Pass) 

Compilation of Nashville bands, running the gamut 
from the pogo-punk of Teen Idols and Fun Girls From Mt. 
Pilot to Uncle Daddy's rockabilly and Thee Phantom 
5ive’s nifty surf sounds. ($3 ppd to Lucy’s Distribution, 
1707 Church St., Nashville, TN 37203) 


VARIOUS-The Power Of The Mind (Mindpower) 

Three good bands, two of which, Splitfinger and Pollen 
Art, include Marc Maxey (who was in Justice League 
years and years ago)—Splitfinger, Marc’s latest band, 
favor a hooky, mid-tempo grungy punk style on their track 
while Pollen Art operated in a more Husker-ish vein. 4 
have the best track of the three—emotionally charged and 
with a classic DC drive. (PO Box 280483, Northridge, CA 
91328-0483) 


VARIOUS-Unforseen Disasters (Passive Fist) 

Well, y'see, first they were going to put out an album, 
but then the car repairs came up and not all the bands 
came through, éetc..., thus explaining the EP’s title. 6 
bands running the gamut from Rorschach-like lurch ‘n 
grind (In/Humanity) to thrash rage (Quadiliacha, 
Blownapart Bastards, Initial State) to a ska piss-take (El 
Toro). Decenteffort. (PO Box 9313, Savannah, GA31412- 
9313) 


V. CARD-Retooled/LA GRITONA-Dumped (Reproduc- 
tive)/V. CARD-Bright/Tracks (Allied) 

A split 7" by two Boston newcomers—La Gritona has 
ex-Slaughter Shack throat Colin Burns and Eye For An 
Eye/Said & Done drummer Thos, playing in a lurching, 
Helmet-like vein, especially for “Cordite.” The 8 track 
recording even captures the rough sound of that band’s 
early stuff. V. Card’s material is usually more driving but 
“Retooled” (from their demo) is a trance-like, mid-tempo 
song with some haunting guitar lines. More ex-Said and 
Done people (Scott Vingers, Chris Lordan), along with 
Eidolor/Up Front/Shattered Silence (!) drummer Tim 
Schmoyer. V. Card's new single is even better, two 
driving, melodic gems balancing drive and texture. (Re- 
productive: PO Box 211, Allston, MA 02134/Allied: PO 
Box 460683, San Francisco, CA 94146-0683) 


VIOLENT GREEN-You Make Me Wish I Had A Gun + 2 
(Up) 

Early 80’s-sounding post-punk, like Versus, but with- 
out the hooks. Atonal guitars fighting with a busy rhythm, 
though Jenny’s husky, world-weary vocals don’t always 
add to the mix. I’d be curious to hear more, though. (1919 
1/2 2nd Ave., Third Floor, Seattle, WA 98101) 


WALLEYE-Stale Air (Jade Tree) 


Emo-driven punk rock—the opening chords of “Mon- 
ster” reveal ‘em to be early Cure fans, but it's soon 
overpowered by a thunderous guitar attack, which is this 
band’s most winning quality. Melodic and fairly powerful. 
(2310 Kennwynn Rd., Wilmington, DE 19810) 


WHIRLYBIRD (Whirled) 

Whirlybird are a little more polite than full-on punk and 
a little more edgy than pure pop, yet their songs are 
charming and catchy. Disarmingly so...(PO Box 5431, 
Richmond, VA 23220) 


ZERO HOUR (Spiral) 

Passionate, powerful hardcore—doomsday riffs, inan 
ugly/pounding framework, with speedy passages, wrench- 
ing vocals and packaged in a cool, Crass-like foldout. 
Fans of Rorschach and Born Against will appreciate the 
abrasive, committed approach. (3124 Shattuck Ave., 
Berkeley, CA 94705) 


ZOINKS!-Soap Factory (Dr. Strange) 

Another poppy punk band on Dr. Strange that play 
tuneful, energetic songs. Like Face To Face without the 
fake English accents! (PO Box 7000-117, Alta Loma, CA 
91701) 


TAPES 


AGGRESSOR-Self-Inflicted 

Power metal with progressive tendencies—sort of 
refreshing to hear a band playing neither boot in the face 
moshcore or death garbage. Aggressor maintain the 
aggressive elemént while showcasing solid musical chops, 
kind of like a more technical Nuclear Assault (especially 
“Hypehypnosis” and “Seizure”). (KDFM Mgmt., 23 
Laurelwood Dr., Stoughton, MA 02072) 


BISON 

Have no idea how they came up with the name Bison, 
but does it really matter? Emo-tinged indy rock, mixing 
pulsating bass-lines and effect-laden guitar snarl. Some 
strong melodic songs, especially “Cathedral.” Still expe- 
riencing a few growing pains, but there’s definitely poten- 
tial. (21 Granville Rd., Cambridge, MA 02138) 


BRAINDEAD-Dead 

Interspersing dialogue from “Full Metal Jacket” with 
the music, the Braindead branch out from their thrash 
origins to a heavier, doomier sound, starting with the 
distortion mania (especially on the vocals) of “Laime.” 
“Cuban Necktie” maintains the band’s hardcore roots. 
Better sound quality than the previous tape, as well. ($3 
ppd to 11021 NE 123rd Lane, Apt. C208, Kirkland, WA 
98034) 


CHRONIC THRILL 

Punk and thrash with a darker undertow and enough 
rawenergy to get by. Chronic Thrill probably won't change 
the world, but it's a welcome antidote to the grunge 
wannabes that populate their hometown of San Diego. 
($3 ppd to Vinnie Fono, PO Box 7284, San Diego, CA 
92167) 


CIRCULAR RUIN 

Mixing up New York crunch and more metallic ele- 
ments and fairly successful at it. Some of the leads and 
vocal yelps do go over the edge, but the band’s lean, 
hungry sound triumphs over those minor excesses. (PO 
Box 564481, College Point, NY 11356-4481) 


CORNERSTONE-The Truth Hurts 

More in the old school vein than newer style—Corner- 
stone pair outraged vocals and yell-along backups along 
with a thrashed-up sound. Definitely bringing back memo- 
ties of Champion days. (4 Old Hawleyville, Bethel, CT 
06801) 


EYESORES 
They asked me, in the accompanying letter, to give ‘em 
a bad review. OK, happy to oblige. Actually, at this point, 


listening to home-made tapes isn’t that appealing, despite 
the romantic nature of the DIY ethic, but the Eyesores’ 
wise-assed, garage-tinged hardcore sound sort of over- 
comes the format's limitations. Anyway, how can you not 
love a song title like “Pass The Piss Jar.” Get in a studio, 
guys. (Martin Mée, 3953 Seven Trees Bivd., #85, San 
Jose, CA 95111) 


GODSPAWN 

Home-made electro-experimentation. A noisy mesh of 
guitar, rhythms and indecipherable vocals: Anotherwordly 
progressive ambiance, drawing from Can and Chrome for 
some of its inspiration. Within this universe, a success. 
(PO Box 78022, Seattle, WA 98178) 


GONKULATOR-God Slaughter Demo (Fudgeworthy) 

Charlie Infection and pals conjure up the devil to 
slaughter music as we knowit. Feedback-drenched death 
metal hellraising, makind Deicide or Morbid Angel sound 
like a pop band. No songs, of course... (8 Stevin Dr., 
Woburn, MA 01801-5366) 


GOODWRENCH 

On the hard side of things—thundering riff rock from 
this Boston power trio. The sort of band who have spent 
equa! time listening to Black Sabbath as they have Black 
Flag and dosed with more than enough rage to get the job 
done. (Jesse, 516 Western Ave., Brighton, MA 02135) 


HEAD INJURY-Make Loud, Not War (Red Eye Growler) 

Buzzin’ punk/pop long on melodies and hooks. More in 
the Parasites/Descendents poppy style, with a nod to the 
non-wimpy aspects of late 70s power pop and you'll be 
hummin’ along. (PO Box 14179, Chicago, IL 60614-0179) 


JODY CRUTCH 

The good news is that, musically, the Jody Crutch offer 
a driving, melodic punk sound that provides an energetic 
charge. The bad news is the vocalist can't carry a tune to 
save his life and it detracts from the overall effect. A few 
singing lessons and this band could be a real contender. 
(Jeff, 1941 Edward Lane, Merrick, NY 11566) 


KEEPSAKE 

Three pleasant poppy tunes, straddling the punk/ 
college rock line, if such a thing exists. “Every Word” 
echoes certain Lemonheads and Big Drill Car songs. | 
wouldn't mind hearing more stuff from this band. (415 
Union St., Jersey City, NU 07304) 


LOUDPIPES 

Loud is right...and righteous. Go for the throat thrash 
with speed metal tendencies. A mix of Discharge and 
Motorhead, with raspy vocals and distorted bass piledrive 
trading off with searing guitar licks. (Fredrik Lundgren, 
Ringvagen 131, ©.G., 116 61 Stockholm, SWEDEN) 


MONOJACK 
Indy pop/rock stuff and with a yearning hookiness. Not 
bad. (307 Emerson St., S. Boston, MA 02127) 


MY BLACK DOG 

Folksy, understated indy rock. “Who's That Running 
Around” has a country inflection. Not much that sounds 
tremendously out of the ordinary, though slamming it 
wouldn't be fair, either. (PO Box 494, Park Ridge, IL 
60068) 


ONE NATURE 

Superb demo by this emotionally-charged, melodic 
punk band. Surging and hooky, especially the final track, 
“Falling.” The lame cassette format doesn’t do justice to 
the music contained here—I'd like to hear these tunes on 
vinyl. But check it out, anyway. (PO Box 253, Bound 
Brook, NJ 08805) 


SCREAMING VENUS 

Quirky, offbeat, but just plain bad metal-tinged ponder- 
ousness. | can’t tell if Lulu’s vocals are caused by passion 
or indigestion. Maybe a little bit of both. (Burning Eyeball 
Productions, 176 E. 3rd St., #2A, NY, NY 10009) 


SLUG BUG-Up From Adirondack (Red Eye Growler) 
Decent driving poppy/punk with a homespun quality. 
I'm sure Slug Bug were Hiisker Dii and early Soul Asylum 


fans and there’s nothing wrong with that. Good stuff. (PO 
Box 14179, Chicago, IL 60614-0179) 


SPU 

Mid-tempo crunch-core, showing that these guys lis- 
ten to a lot of Biohazard and Helmet. A little too heavy on 
the snare in the mix but decently-played. You can almost 
see the pocket-chain guys stylin’ in the pit. Cool lyrics for 
“Eracism.” (55 Webster Ave., Beverly Farms, MA 01915) 


THUG-Jumbo Jones 

Tom (ex-B’zerker) fronts this band, playing the same 
sort of midtempo, brawling music as his former band. A 
mix of metal riffing and thunderous crunch. Mean-sound- 
ing. (4 Polk Rd., Hingham, MA 02043) 


VARIOUS-Life Support (Fan Attic Tapes) 
Compilation of 16 current Boston bands and 18 from 
the former Yugoslavia, recorded between ’77 and ’81, all 
for the benefit of a homeless, Sarajevo-based friend of 
compiler Ron Lacer. Lots of good material—rippin’ punk 
from Showcase Showdown, Bratface, a cool instrumental 
piece by Cheesecake, grungy madness from Malachite 
and strong rock from Sons Of John Glenn and Bald Guys. 
The Yugoslavian bands run the gamut from primitive punk 
to new wavey to post-punk material. For a good cause. 
($6 ppd, 364 Washington St., Cambridge, MA 02139) 


ZOAMBO ZOET WORKESTRAO 

As with most bands in the former Yugoslavia (now 
Slovenia), ZZW’s music is of an eclectic, often undefin- 
able nature. Spirited and abrasive, but also with jazzy and 
funky elements. Interesting how different parts of the 
world put their own stamp on punk rock. (FV Forum, 
Kersnikova 4, 61000 Ljubljana, SLOVENIA) 
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Canadian stores call (312)942-1710 (We ship UPS... to your "doorsteps"! As a Non-Resident Importer (NRI), we handle all paperwork, customs, duty... | 


PARLONS FRANCAIS’ HABLAMOS ESPANOL’ WIR SPRECHEN DEUTSCH’ v2 -Fik, 4 7 2EAX CEE, 


ROTZ RECORDS, INC. 
17 NORTH ELIZABETH STREET 
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60607-1911 

















THIS IS DANVERS, 

NOT BOSTON, 
but you can still find a cool record 
store in the ‘burbs! 


Soundwaves 


CD’S, TAPES & RECORDS 
New, Used and Imports 


42 MAPLE STREET 
DANVERS 

(Rt. 35—Danvers Square) 

PHONE: (508) 750-8118 





STORE HOURS: 
Mon.-Wed., Sat. 10-6 
Thurs.-Fri. 10-7 


CASH OR STORE CREDIT PAID FOR YOUR 
USED CD’S, TAPES & RECORDS...WE ALSO 
DO SPECIAL ORDERS 


